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What is More
Appropriate

as a tribute to the departed

Than a Memorial
Stained Glass Window?

Our designs are. prepared by artists of the
. highest standing. The “ Antique” glass employed
in our work is selected by us at the makers in
England. Our windows will, owing to their artis-
tie merit, increase in value like the ancient glass.

- : have been ex-
Memorial Windows rorica byt
North Dalton, Hull, England; Memphis, Tenn.;
Pittsburgh, Penn., etc., ete.

Makers of the Toron'o City Hall windows, King
Kdward Hovel Decorative Glass, ete., ete.

ROBERT McCAUSLAND

LIMITED
86 Wellinglon St. West, TORONTO
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Typewriters
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Caligraphs, Remingtons, Under-
woods and other standard makes.
All machines in good repair and
guaranteed for one year.

$25.00

B ) ) U

$50.00

Typewriters rented for practice
or office use. :

$

CANADIAN TYPEWRITER CO.

45 East Adelaide
TORONTO
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We are manufacturing a fine line

Wood Base InKstands

Office Supplies
Blank Books, Stationery, etc.

FOR BANKS, LOAN AND INSURANCE CO.’S,
MERCHANTS, MANUFACTURERS, ETC.

We aim to have the most comglete Stationery House
in the Dominion. KEstablished half a century.

e BROWN BROS. e

51-53 Wellington Street West, Toronto.
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TYPEWRITER CENSUS

A carefully prepared census of the following
cities and towns in Ontario demonstrates the
wonderful success of the Underwood ‘“visi-
ble writing”’ machine.

Owen Sound.

Only a small percentage of the machines not sold i

NOT SOLD
OUR SALES BY US
Hamilton 210 46
London...... 16 40
Brantford........... N 80 30
L e s R T i e 72 7
‘Windsor and Walkerville.. .. 64 9
Guelph' .. ..coov cevrevincsenes 65 10
T R N TR A 36 6
B, Catharines . o o vedrveesme 52 5
PaterDOr0L: <5 srsvivesria vy nssvse 50 8
Brockville......... S e 60 8
Belleville......... Vs 36 b
St. Thomas..... 26 11
‘Woodstock....... 32 8
Chatham......... Gt 54 g

by us were sold since the Under=
wood came in the field. If you contemplate
the purchase of a Typewriter, it is_your privilege
to try the Underwood without placing yourself
under obligation to buy. Test it well, then ask
your neighbor who uses one.

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO.,

LIMITED
SUCCESSORS TO CREELMAN BROS.

7 and 9 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
‘\MMWW

Entered according to Act of the Parliament of Canada in the year one thousand nine hundred and three, by Joszpu PHiuips, of Toronto,

at the Department of Agriculture.
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YOU SHOULD TRY

Our Carbon Paper

We beg to call the attention of all typewriter users to the fact that we
RETAIL our carbon at WHOLESALE PRICES. We sell direct to the
consumer. We do a strictly Mail Order business. Our price is

$2.75 Per Box of (00 Sheets, Prepaid

and we give you the privilege of returning the carbon if you do not find it
satisfactory. SEND US A TRIAL ORDER.

The Oueen City Carbon Paper Co.

TORONTO, CANADA
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: ne 3 ift in Leather Goods always appreciated
Learier Goops G |
: '31'.;:?5?7%_5! : “The Darling” Gents’ Sole Leather Folding Portmanteau is the
Wit 20,
MANAGER
Our Hand-sewed Dispatch Bag, leather lined ..
any Man | Our Solid Cowhide Suit Case ....... ........  5.00

Hand Covered Basket Trunk Swell

Sole Leather Cabin Trunk

A Bag so pretty, so light, so good, for any
it appeals to every lady ....... $6.00 naav

Alligator Hide Bags, $5.50t0...... 25.00

Purs:s, Bill Books, Cigar and Cigarette Cases, Writing
Cases, Jewel Boxes, Toilet Cases, Chatelaines, Wrist Bags,
etc., etc. All kinds of Leather Gocds made to order.

Crunk and Leather Goods €o.

Phone Main 3730 131 Yonge Street, Coronto
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latest and best. See it.

Grand for {Our 18-in. Seamless, Hand-made Oxford Bag .. $12.oo
.00
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A SWELL SuIitT CASE
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d When writing advertisers, please mention THE NATIONAL MONTHLY
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LEADING BOOKS OF THE SEASON

All By Popular Canadian Writers.

0000000100000 00000

THE
BLOOD LILIES

W. A. FRASER

Author of * Mooswa and Others of
the Boundaries,” ** Thoroughbreds,”
ete., ete.

Clo.h $1.25. Burnt leather,
boxed, $2.00.

TWO
LITTLE SAVAGES

ERNEST THOMPSON
SETON
Author of Wild Animals I have

Known,” ete.
Over 300 illustrations.

Cloth, $2.00.

THE
SILVER POPPY

BY
ARTHUR STRINGER

Author of “ Hephaestus”
and Other Poems

Cloth, $1.25. Paper, 75c.

THE
PENSIONNAIRES

ALBERT R. CARMAN

Author of

“The Preparation of Ryerson
Embury.”

Cloth, $1.25. Paper, 75¢.

THE SACRIFICE OF
THE SHANNON

BY

W. ALBERT HICKMAN

Cloth, $1.25.
Burnt leather, boxed, $2.00.

Paper, 75¢.

BUBBLES WE
BUY

BY

ALICE JONES

Author of “The Night Hawk.”

Cloth, $1.25.

Paper, 75c.

THE WHITE CHIEF
OF THE CTTAWA

BY
MRS. CARR-HARRIS

With seven full-page illustrations

Cloth, $1.25.

THE STORY OF THE
GRAVELEYS

MARSHALL SAUNDERS

Author of “ Beautiful Joe,”
“Beautiful Joe's Paradise,” ete.

Tllustrated.
Cloth, $1.25.

THE
OLD ORCHARD

BY

MACK CLOIE

Cloth, $1.00

TYPES OF CANADIAN WOMEN

Past and Present

Portraits in fine half-tone engravings of 354 diﬂﬁrig\{isﬁl(id women, each accompanied by a biographical
sketch.

Cloth, $5.00 net.

At all Book Stores, or sent postpaid upon receipt of price by the Publisher.

Our Holiday Book Cata
will be sent to any a

It contains descriptive notices of many popular

logue is now ready, and a copy
ddress free upon application

books, portraits of authors, gpecimen illustrations, ete.,

and will richly repay examination by the Book-lover or gift-buyer. Write for a copy to-day.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

29.33 RICHMOND STREET WEST

000000 000000000 00I0.0,C.00.0000000000000

Publisher
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Where the work is hardest,
Where the need for strength and reliability is greatest,
There you will always find the

Remington

REMINGTON TYPEWRITER CO., 327 Broadway, N. Y.

i

THE REMINGTON TYPEWRITER CO., Limited,

(Confederation Life Building) :
6 Richmond Street East, Toronto, Ont.
MONTREAL LONDON OTTAWA HAMILTON

STOVEL & O’BRIEN
EXCLUSIVE - MEN'S - TAILORS - ONLY
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CURRENT COMMENTS

The Meaning of Chamberlainism

HE new fiscal policy proposed by
Mr. Chamberlain continues to hold
public interest throughout the
Empire. = A definite campaign has been
started in England, under the leadership of
the late Colonial Secretary, and the lines
along which it is to be fought are clearly
marked. The main feature of this cam-
paign—an agitation for Imperial pre-
ferential trade—has been already pointed
out in these pages ; but a concrete state-
ment of Mr. Chamberlain’s theories, as
recently announced, will still better show
the significance of the movement.

What is proposed is to meet the high pro-
tective tariffs of other countries by a read-
justment of the British tariff as follows:
A customs duty of six cents a bushel on
wheat, with a corresponding tax on flour;
a duty of five per cent. on meats (bacon
excepted ), and dairy products; and a tax of
ten per cent. on manufactures. With such
protection England will not only have a
weapon with which to meet foreign trade
attacks, but the way will be open to give a
commercial preference to the colonies. The
British consumer will have the duties on
bread and meat made up to him by a remis-
sion of the present tax on tea and sugar,
so that the cost of living will be no greater
than before. He will pay a tax on certain
foodstuffs from foreign countries, while the
same products bought from British colonies
will be admitted free. The suggested duty

on manufactured goods is out-and-out pro-
tectionism, whose purpose is to hold the
home market for home-made goods; and the
abolition of the food taxes can be made a
lever by which to secure tariff reductions
from other countries, thus enlarging the
market for British manufactures.

Mr. Chamberlain’s policy thus has the
double object of cultivating closer relations
with the colonies and compelling foreign
countries to give more favorable treatment
to Great Britain. The basis of his scheme
is a food tax, but, as he points out, Eng-
land already pays each year some £30,000,-
000 in duties on food imports, and the sug-
gested tariff is really little more than a
clever readjustment.  There are undoubt-
edly many difficulties in the way of accept-
ing the scheme, and Mr. Chamberlain has
entered upon the fight of his life, but it
seems almost equally clear that as a bus-
iness man’s remedy for a business situation
his policy meets the needs of the Empire.
Premier Balfour has nothing of half so defi-
nite a character with which to meet it, and
little may be expected from the Duke of
Devonshire as the leader of the ** Free Food
League.”

Canada’s Control of Her Own Markets

HAT the Chamberlain policy means:

to Canada is of more vital concern

to us than its effect upon the British work-
man. The first result would of course be an
increase in the exports of wheat. Last year
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Great Britain bought from us grain to the
value of $22,244,890, while from the United
States she bought $160,000,000. A tariff
preference for the Canadian grain would
very materially change these proportions.
Our present trade with England in meats,
exclusive of bacon,' is very small, a mere
fraction of that enjoyed by the United
States, and this trade also would be stimu-
lated by the proposed five per cent. prefer-
ence. The one product in which we already
lead is cheese. Canada stands to gain in
export trade by the adoption of the Cham-
berlain scheme.

But there is a difference between the
standpoints of the Canadian and the Cham-
berlain imperialists. It is, generally speak-
ing, the Canadian view that Great Britain
should grant us a tariff preference in return
for that which we have already granted
‘her ; while it is apparently Mr. Chamberain’s
desire that in consideration of the new pre-
ference Canadians shall buy largely from
Britain, and shall not enter into further
competition with British manufacturers.
It is this phase of the scheme which greatly
lessens its popularity in Canada. Partly
because of our geographical position, partly
because of more frequent travel, and in
some cases because of the superiority or
greater adaptability of the goods, Canada
buys more from the United States than
from Britain, and will probably continue to
do so. The temper of the Canadian people,
moreover, is more and more strongly for
home production. ~ Not to buy either in
the United States or in Britain what we can
make ourselves is the growing purpose of a
nation ambitious for its own industries, and
so far from yielding an inch to the demands
of British producers there is a sentiment in
some quarters in favor even of withdrawing
the present preference. The preference will
likely stand, however, if Britain recipro-
cates, but as for giving up our industrial
interests for the British producer’s sake, it
is out of the question, and will never be
agreed to. So much Mr. Chamberlain may
depend upon as Canada’s attitude toward
his policy.

'

A Record Apple Crop

T HE two great crops in Canada are the
~ wheat in the western and the fruit in
the eastern provinces. The yield of apples
is this year a particularly heavy one, and
fruit-farmers are marking it down as a
record season. Fully 13,000,000 bushels, or
one-quarter of the total production of
America, have been gathered. Apple cul-
ture may thus rank as an industry in itself,
of national proportions. In one district
alone, the famed Annapolis Valley in Nova
Scotia, the crop is estimated at half a million
barrels, produced in an area of about eighty
miles in length.

The apple crop in Europe is this year a
partial failure, and the demand for Canadian
fruit in the cities of England, Scotland, and
Germany is for that reason heavy. Prices
are ruling high, and as the quality of our
apples is fortunately as good as the quantity
is great, the farmers are receiving in most
cases very handsome returns. The two
chief shipping ports are Montreal and Hali-
fax, the former ranking close with New
York. So great has been the activity
among the buyers and shippers this fall, as
the result of a record crop, that the barrel
manufacturers have been unable to keep up
with the demand, notwithstanding that an
enormous quantity of fruit has been used up
in various ways at home. The apple is
one of Canada’s great assets.

Post-Office Prosperity

ONSIDERABLE political capital has

been made out of the administration
of the Post-Office Department, in which for
the past four or five years a large expendi-
ture has been ‘involved. From an inde-
pendent standpoint, however, it is but fair
to say that the affairs of that department
have been managed on a business-like basis,
though- it is also to be admitted that there
are many details connected with the postal
service in which reform is desirable. The
postal business is one of the most important
of national affairs. It has, perhaps, made
the greatest progress in England, where the
telegraphs - ate . conjoined with the postal

e T S P
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service in one great public franchise. A like
union has been frequently advocated in Can-
ada, though there is not as yet the slightest
likelihood of a movement in that direction.
Meanwhile the post-office is sharing in the
country’s business development.

There are now 10,150 post-offices in the
Dominion, of which 6,184 are money-order
offices, materially aiding in money circula-
tion to the extent of nearly $30,000,000 last
year. There are also in this number 934
postal savings banks, with total deposits of
$44,255,326, thus ranking as a great factor
in public economy. The actual proportions of
the postal service may be gathered from the
fact that 235,000,000 letters were carried
last year, an average of over 48 letters per
head of population.

The most tangible proof of the depart-
ment’s prosperity is the surplus with which
the last fiscal year was closed. The estab-
lishment of a service in the Yukon entailed
a deficit, but, including this, there is still a
surplus of $292,702. It has been suggested
that this surplus might very justly be applied
in an increase of pay to country postmasters,
many of whom are at present receiving mere

pittances.

IT is encouraging to learn that the sta-
' tistics of the past year show a propor-
tionate decrease of crime in Canada as com-
pared with the two previous years.  Not-
withstanding the increase of population by
the immigration of sometimes questionable
foreigners, the average tone has improved.
In the Yukon, where if anywhere in Canada
lawlessness might be looked for, the pro-
portion of crime to the rest of the Dominion
is only 2.29. There has been a very slight
Increase of criminal offences in rural districts
and a slight decrease in the cities, but the
relative standing of city and country is
20.80 criminals per ten thousand of popu-
lation in the one, as against only 2.46 in the
other.  The cities are therefore still the
chief seats of evil-doing.

An interesting and important table of
comparative figures shows to what extent

Crime in Canada
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the use of liquors is responsible for the
crime committed in Canada. For the five
years, ending with 1902, there were 2,280
convictions of non-drinkers, 6,794 immoder-
ate drinkers, and 13,699 moderate drinkers.
From these figures it is to be concluded that
non-drinkers constitute a very small propor-
tion of the criminal class, and that instead of
the immoderate drinkers being the chief
offenders it is the moderate drinkers who are
responsible for three-fifths of all the serious
crime in the country.

Another interesting feature is the restrain-
ing influence of the married state; but educa-
tion does not appear to have a similar effect.
The percentage of more or less educated
criminals is considerably larger than it was
twenty-five years ago, and the records would
seem to show that although ignorance en-
courages crime, education does not mater-
ially check it. The breakers of the law are
to-day chiefly persons of at least elementary
education.

Canada has no room for the criminal, and
it is a matter of national gratulation that the
average of lawlessness is small, and becom-
ing smaller.

Settlement of the Alaska Dispute

ESIDES her natural desire to retain
control of her own market, Canada
has another reason for not' granting addi-
tional privileges to Britain in the adverse
decision recently given in the Alaska bound-
ary case. The dispute, which had existed
for over thirty years, was finally referred to
a Commission made up of three American
members on the one side, and two Cana-
dians and one British member on the other.
The finding of this commission was that the
American contentions were substantially
correct, Canada gaining merely the Port-
land canal and two of the four islands at
the entrance to Port Simpson. The United
States has thus been given not only control
of the coast, but holds a strategic position
opposite Canada’s new Pacific port.
This verdict, although an unfavorable
one, would have been accepted by Canadians
without complaint, but for the fact that the
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justice of Canada’s claim had been unques-
tionably proved and admitted, and the com-
promise, in which Canada gets the worst,
seems to have been an after-thought. Lord
Alverstone, the British member of the Com-
mission, was accused by his Canadian col-
leagues, and by many leading newspapers in
both countries, of deliberately sacrificing
Canada’s interests in order to pfeserve the
good-will of the United States. The in-
cident has come unpleasantly at a time when
imperialism is being so warmly advocated.
Having thus suffered at the hands of a
British tribunal Canada will certainly not be
over-ready to accept Britain’s advances in
the direction of further trade privileges.

The boundary case is now, however, fin-
ally settled, and it is a matter of interna-
tional satisfaction that it is so. The award
of the Commission is binding, although the
vigorous protest of the two Canadian mem-
Dbers will become historic. Canada has lost
territory without having the reasons made
clear, and she will probably never be con-
vinced of the justice of the verdict; but hav-
ing agreed to the arbitration she cannot now
but accept the result. It will at least be an
advantage to know what territory is Cana-
dian and what is not.

The Industries at Sydney and the Soo

T\V O great industrial enterprises in

Canada have been passing through
severe financial tests, which they have, how-
ever, endured in such a way as to leave no
doubt of their ultimate success. The im-
mense Clergue industries at Sault Ste.
Marie, famous all over the continent, tem-
porarily suspended for lack of funds, while
the iron and steel works at Sydney have
been compelled to make heavy loans to meet
immediate necessities. ~ Much has been
made of both facts, and pessimistic forebod-
ings have not been wanting. But Canada’s
industrial soundness has not been in the
least affected.

The Clergue enterprises were of colossal
proportions, conceived by a most daring
promoter, and maintained at a necessarily
heavy outlay. It was inevitable that for

the first few' years enterprises so immense
as these should cost more than they yielded,
and so far as any blame can be attached to
the management it lies in the fact that new
undertakings were added without the ordin-
ary precaution of first getting the initial
ones on a paying basis. As a natural result,
the capital was exhausted, and there came
a time when it was impossible either by
loans or by the returns from actual business
to raise sufficient funds to carry on the
works. The mills were accordingly closed
and the operations of the Consolidated Lake
Superior Company came to an abrupt stand-
still in October. :

A New York firm of capitalists who hold

-a $5,000,000 mortgage on the plants were,

after considerable litigation, given possession
and appointed a receiver, who resumed par-
tial operations, pending the sale of the works
on December 15th. Arrangements are be-
ing made meanwhile which it is expected
will result in the satisfactory disposal of the
entire enterprise to a new company. One
thing remains sure—the natural resources
upon which the Clergue enterprises have
been built are genuine and are in themselves
a guarantee that the allied industries at the
Soo will eventually prove a great success.
Their present interruption is merely a tem-
porary financial embarrassment. The same
applies to the Sydney industries, which have
recently been considerably extended, calling
for increased capitalization; but, like their
sister industries at the Soo, they are firmly
founded.

Nova Scotia, the Mineral Province

I N the rapid growth and development of

the Canadian west, the eastern pro-
vinces have sometimes dropped behind in
the attention of the general public. They
have, however, been steadily, if not so rap-
idly, forging ahead, and a share of the pros-
perity with which the nation as a whole has
been favored has fallen to the older portions
of the Dominion. Recent statistics show
that in one direction at least easternmost
Canada has made remarkable progress dur-
ing the past year, namely, in mineral pro-
duction.

j
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The output of metallic and non-metallic
minerals for all Canada in 1902 was $70,-
000,000, the largest figures on record. By
provinces the largest mineral output has
heretofore been that of British Columbia,
but first rank now goes to Nova Scotia,
whose grand total is $19,502,130, some two
millions ahead of the western province.
Ontario is third, while the Yukon takes only
fourth place, with $12,600,000. It will be
news to many that Nova Scotia, the pro-
vince down by the sea, surpasses the Klon-
dike in mineral production, but the statistics
show it so, and at the same time testify most
encouragingly to the industrial life that is
latterly manifesting itself in the east.

Of Nova Scotia’s total output a large pro-
portion was of coal, some 4,725,000 tons out
of a total 6,550,000 tons for all Canada be-
ing her record. The industries in Cape
Breton are both cause and effect of much of
this development. Valuable gold and iron
deposits also go to make Nova Scotia the
banner mineral province of the Dominion.

The Possibilities of Hudson Bay

N expedition of which less has been
said than of those to the far Arctics,
yet from which more practical results are,
perhaps, to be expected, is now at work in
Hudson Bay. It has been sent by the Cana-
dian Government, under the charge of ex-
perienced navigators, and will be away two
years, during which time it will make a
thorough investigation of Canada’s great in-
land sea.
The objects of the expedition are three-

COMMENTS 307
fold.  Of first importance will be the re-
hoisting of the British flag at various trad-
ing-posts, and the assertion of Canadian
authority over the entire region.  Hereto-
fore jurisdiction over Hudson Bay has been.
neglected, and as a result Scotch and Ameri-
can whalers have become somewhat aggres—
sive, prosecuting extensive fisheries without
paying duties to Canada. These are to he
warned away, and a governor of Hudson
Bay left in power, with a detachment of the
North-West Mounted Police. Possible in-
ternational complications will thus be pre-
vented by taking visible possession of the
country.

A second purpose of the expedition is to
thoroughly examine into the practicability of
a railway to Hudson Bay. This project is
based upon the belief that a direct line from
Manitoba to a Hudson Bay port would pro-
vide thie shortest route for moving western
wheat. The one essential is the navigability
of the Bay, and this the exposition will in-
vestigate during the two seasons. If its
report is favorable a subsidy may be given,
but if not, the project will be finally dropped.

Still another part of the expedition’s
duties will be to prospect a deposit of iron
ore which is known to exist on the shore of
the Bay. During the coming winter over-
land expeditions will be made north of
Chesterfield Inlet in the hopes of locating
gold fields. In addition, the expedition will
make careful observation of tides, fish and
animal life, geological formations, etc.,
these several duties constituting a work of
great importance to Canada.



POSSIBILITIES OF THE CAN'ADIAN
- NORTH-WEST

By FRANCES M. CASSIDY

MERICANS who are astonished
when they learn of the marvellous
progress of Canada in spite of her

‘comparatively insignificant population, will
find an explanation in the achievements of
the people. That 6,000,000 Canadians con-
trolling a larger territory than the United
States should make more proportionate ad-
vancement than the progressive 80,000,000
people occupying the country to the south
of us—which has been repeatedly proven by
statistics—is a distinction that we may well
feel proud of and ought to inspire us to
redouble our efforts in the struggle for a
leading place among the nations. But the
inspiration should be still more pronounced
with the revelation of the possibilities of the
Great West, the best proof of the existence
of which is seen in the American invasion
of that section of Canada. During the
fiscal year ended June 30th, 1902, according
to the returns of the Immigration Depart-
ment, 10,570 persons from the United
States took up homesteads in Manitoba and
the North-West Territories, an increase of
nearly 300 on the number of settlers in the
previous year. As it is estimated that on
the average each of these immigrants was
the head of a family of five, the inference
is that during that fiscal year about 100,000
Americans came across the border for the
purpose of making homes for themselves
with us. And this flow has been steadily
increasing.

Fditorials in representative newspapers
throughout Uncle Sam’s domain are indica-
tive of the alarm caused by this wholesale
exodus to Canada. The Four States Im-
migration League, embracing g7 trade
bodies in Touisiana, Mississippi, Texas and
‘Alabama was organized last January to
divert the migration to the South, where
morée capitalists and laborers are sadly
needed. The League recognizes the fact

that this stream that has turned Canadian-
wards is largely due to the energetic work
of the agents of this country, who have
been drumming up settlers for the Canadian
North-West by setting forth its attractions
for the home-seeker. The Four States
League proposes to adopt, as far as possible,
the Canadian methods, and bring to the
attention of the migratory element the fact
that American seekers of new homes and
enlarged opportunities have no occasion to
look beyond the borders of their own
country.

The American invasion of Canada seems
to be but the old pioneer movement that
settled the States of the West once more
reproduced, and is led by hardy, welcome
farmers. The prairie schooner is again
doing duty, and, carrying families with
their household goods from the railroads,
plunges into the almost trackless interior,
where homes will be set up and a new
colony established. A common sight in the
West is a. field whitened with tents—the
temporary resting-place of immigrants who
are trekking” across country to their newly
adopted homes. Travellers on the Canadian
Pacific Railway may see the encampments,
as they are rushed over the boundless
prairie, from Winnipeg to the eastern foot-
hills of the towering Rocky Mountains, a
distance of 1,000 miles. Carloads of set-
tlers’ effects and stock cross the border by
the hundred, and, in many cases, the stock
is driven before the trekkers. Owing to the
comparatively light snowfall, and plentitude
of feed in Alberta, it is an excellent section
for stocking in the winter, in fact it is not
infrequent for carloads of cattle to be sent
from the East to be fattened on Nature’s
great pasturing ground in the West for
eventual shipment to Europe.

The type of the new arrivals is generally
that of the self-reliant and energetic people
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who are the mainstay of the Western States.
Most of them are experienced farmers, and
have that degree of solidity and responsi-
bility which family ties and the possession
of some property ordinarily give. The re-
sult has been to make the business men of
Western Canada unusually sanguine in tem-
perament. Prosperity is a fixed thing with
practically every man who in any way has
his finger on the business pulse. The West
is going ahead with strides, and is largely
responsible for the unprecedented progress
made by Canada during the last decade.
That there should be such development
in the West is the most natural outcome of
a happy combination of circumstances. It
has practically inexhaustible resources.
The countless arable acres are being settled
rapidly and pricipally by experienced, in-
telligent = Anglo-Saxon  farmers.  The
amount of capital invested has been in-
creased by millions within the past few
years so that mining and foresting keep
pace with the cultivation of land. Vast
acres of paper pulp-wood, so much required
in the United States, have been discovered
from the interior of Labrador to far-away
Alaska. On 900,000 acres under cultiva-
tion out of 205,000,000 acres of arable land
in the North-West, Canada holds a leading
place in the world as a grain-producing
country. The Territorial Department of
Agriculture has issued a bulletin which esti-
mates the total wheat crop for this year at
15,042,000 bushels, an increase over last
year of 1,085,150 bushels. And this is on
the acreage of only 727,008, with millions
of available acres. The average yield will
be over twenty bushels to the acre, showing
fertility that is much more productive than
agricultural sections in the United States.
The acreage mentioned represents an in-
crease over last year of 102,241, largely
owing to the influx of Americans, and an
increase over the previous year of 223,301.
Not only will the total yield be the greatest
in the history of Canada, but it will be
lighter than last year, which indicates that
with next year as a good year the yield will
be phenomenally large. But the crop is not
confined to wheat. Tt has been officially
estimated that the 365,719 acres of oats
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under cultivation will produce 11,803,000
bushels this year, an increase over 19o1, the
best year, of 689,934. bushels. The esti-
mated yield of barley is 1,116,300 bushels on
42,445 acres, an increase of 345,883 bushels
with an increase of 6,000 acres sown with
barley. Flax is the best yet, having an
acreage of 27,599, an increase of 10,532
over last year. The estimated crop is 234,-
500 bushels, against 258,185 bushels last
year.

The pulp industry promises to be one of
the principal factors in the development
of Canada, more especially because paper
pulp-wood is becoming so scarce and con-
sequently so valuable in the United States.
The forests of that country, it is estimated,
are being destroyed at the rate of 25,000
acres per day, of which fires, recklessness
of woodsmen and the wood-pulp manufac-
turers, take the greater portion, and the
legitimate uses of the forests are diminished.
Unless drastic measures are taken, the wood-
lands of the United States will be things of
the past within the lifetime of a generation,
On the other hand, the supply of pulp-wood
in Canada is practically limitless, and, more-
over, through where it is mostly found,
around the Hudson Bay, there is available
water-power everywhere, so that there are
natural and admirable facilities for paper
manufacture. The forests of pulp-wood ex-
tend from the interior of ILabrador to
Alaska. The area of the pulp-wood forest
is estimated roughly at 450,000,000 acres,
‘which, if even it is not exactly correct, will
convey some idea as to the vastness of this
invaluable Canadian resource. The United
States has drawn largely upon this supply,
and the demand is increasing every year.

The crowning evidence of the prosperous
past and the hopeful future of Canada as
seen in the West, is the projected trans-
continental mailroad. Nothing has been so
effective in opening the eyes of our Ameri-
can cousins to the immediate possibilities of
their neighbor, which is looming up as a
country that promises soon to be the equal
of their own in more ways than territorially.
The unparalleled increase in trade for the
last decade has simply forced the hands of
the Government in the matter of taking into
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consideration the construction of a line that
will open up the agricultural, forest and
mineral belts across northern Canada.. -And
the increase has been mainly: due to-the
development of the West as shown in the
official statistical returns which give agri-
cultural products a leading place in causing
heavy trade returns.

The Baltimore Sun, a leading representa-

tive American newspaper, that circulates
from ocean to ocean, and is a power in
moulding public opinion throughout the
South, has the following to say editorially
of the prosperity of Canada:

“ Combined imports and exports, which
in 1871 were $170,250,000, had increased
in a few years to $381,000,000, and
in the last two, have grown from
that figure to $467,000,000. In five
years the percentage of increase has
been 65 per cent, which is twice
that of the United States and nearly two
and a half times that of Germany. This rapid
growth is due to the development of hither-
to neglected natural resources, agricultural
and mineral, consequent upon the introduc-
tion of foreign capital.. The chief means of
promoting it has been the construction of
railways and canals, upon which vast sums
have been judiciously spent. The growth
and prosperity of Canada are directly traced,

in fact, to improved means of transportation.
In 1871 Canada’s railroad mileage was but
2,500 miles. The completion of the Cana-
dian Pacific, ten years later, brought it up
to 14,000 miles, and at present it is about
20,000 miles. It is the story of our West
and North-West all over again. The new
mileage opens a way to the markets of
Europe for the products of Canadian in-
dustry, and Canadian exports of grain, etc.,
multiply rapidly under the stimulus of a
constant demand. As Canada has still im-
mense areas of virgin soil of a productive
character, vast forests of merchantable tim-
ber and great wealth of undeveloped mineral
resources, the expansion of her industry
and commerce may be expected to continue
unchecked for many years.”

And the Americans in the Western part
of the United States, being in closer touch
with their kinsmen across the border, are
realizing the prosperity of the latter by de-
manding more reciprocal trade relations.
The Minnesota branch of the National
Reciprocity League has issued a circular
which shows that the business men of that
section intend to have a slice of Canada’s

trade if it is at all possible. Each interested’

State is urged to raise at least $100,000 to
attain the desired result.

HEARTS.

The heart of a child
Is a wond’rous place,
Tis filled with a mild
And beautiful grace.

The heart of a man

Is sordid and vile,
.Tis the seat of lust,

"Tis the haunt of guile.

Though the heart of God
Is beyond our ken,

'Tis more like the hearts
Of children than men.

Jas. P. HAVERSON.
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OTTAWA—THE POIJTICAL €APITAL

By J. MACDONALD OXLEY

¢

SUB-ARCTIC lumber-village con-
verted by a royal mandate into
a political cock-pit,” after some
such fashion runs Prof. Goldwin Smith’s
caustic epigram,

Like all good epigrams it has a certain
foundation of fact. The choice of Ottawa,
an obscure little town notable only for its
lumber mills, as the political capital of the
new Dominion was no less a surprise than
a disappointment to the majority of those
interested.

With  Toronto, Montreal, Quebec, or
Kingston to choose from, just why Her
Majesty, to whom the matter was finally
referred, hit upon Ottawa has always been
somewhat in doubt. From the point of
picturesqueness of site and surroundings,
there was indeed no room for criticism,
but in regard to convenience of access much
fault was found. “I tell you candidly,
gentlemen, you might as well send the seat
of government to Labrador,” protested a
prominent statesman in Parliament.

With the advent of the Canadian Pacific,
the Canada Atlantic, and the Ottawa and
New York railways, however, this objec-
tion has been completely removed, and now
Ottawa is as easy to get at or away from
as the most impatient traveller could wish.

Ottawa to-day presents a striking illus-
tration of how two highly civilized peoples
——even though their forefathers fought in
fierce rivalry for the land they now peace-
ably share, and they themselves continue to
be as dissimilar in language, religion and
manners as they are in race—may, under
favoring circumstances, make common
cause for mutual welfare. You will find the
English and the French each having their
own quarter of the city, their own shops,
their own schools, their own churches, yet
united harmoniously under the same muni-
cipal, provincial and federal government,
With few exceptions it may be laid down

that, of the three divisions into which
Ottawa naturally falls,—Lower, Upper and
Centre-town,—the first is sacred to the
French, while the other two contain the
English elements of the population.

In general configuration Ottawa resem-
bles other cities built up beside a river bank,
in that its length much exceeds its breadth,
and business is chiefly confined to one long
central street, which, commencing at the
Chaudiere Falls, pursues a devious way
under various names until it reaches the
Rideau River, three miles distant. Lying
parallel with the middle portion of this long
thoroughfare is Wellington Street, a broad
and well-kept avenue, having on one side
the splendid Parliament Buildings, and on
the other many handsome banks, clubs and
other edifices, the whole forming an archi-
tectural vista of which any city might justly
be proud.

Parliament Square is, of course, the piece
de resistance in Ottawa’s scenic and archi- .
tectural exhibition, and thither will we first
betake ourselves. Though not so vast, am-
bitious or. elaborate as the capitol at Wash-
ington, or even as some state capitols, the
Houses of Parliament, with their attendant
departmental  buildings, uprising from
amidst a wealth of flower, leaf and lawn,
present a picture rich in harmony and grace,
and artistically perfect. In 1860, two years
after Ottawa had been made the capital, the
first stone was laid by no less a personage
than His Royal Highness Albert, Prince of
Wales, whose adventurous voyage from
home to open the great Victoria Bridge at
Montreal thrilled all loyal colonists with
intense enthusiasm and delight. It goes
without saying that these big buildings
enormously exceeded the original estimate of
their cost. Little discrepancies of this kind
seem to be inseparable from the construc-
tion of public buildings, and especially
capitols, as witness Albany’s. In the case
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of Ottawa, the original estimate was $300,-
000, while the outlay upon the buildings in
their present form has been over $5,000,-
000,—clearly showing that Canadians are
not a whit less enterprising than their
republican neighbors when they get a fair
opportunity.

The buildings stand well back from the
street, forming three sides of a spacious
square, which is laid out in velvet sward
intersected by broad paths and drives, and
dotted over with brilliant beds of fragrant
flowers. The Houses of Parliament occupy
an ample terrace, raising them well above the
level of the other blocks and throwing their
stately proportions out into bold relief.
They are built principally of a cream-col-
ored sand-stone found in the vicinity, which
affords an appropriate setting for the warm
red Potsdam and Ohio freestone wherewith
the windows, doors and corners are
adorned. To view this edifice aright you
must stand on Major’s Hill on some glori-
ous summer evening when the swiftly sink-
ing sun invests it with a halo of mingled gold
and fire. Then, as one by one the dainty
towers, pinnacles and buttresses fade softly,
the “ symphony in red” becomes a “har-
mony in gray,” and so remains until the
rising moon converts it to a “nocturne in
silver and gold.”

Capacious as the Eastern and Western
departmental buildings seemed, they were
not long in proving inadequate to the needs
of the rapidly growing government ser-
vice; and in 1893, what is called the Lange-
vin Block was built on Wellington Street,
facing Parliament Square, at a cost of three-
quarters of a million dollars. Within these
three blocks and several other buildings near
at hand are housed the different depart-
ments of the Civil Service, numbering
twenty in all, and including over two thou-
sand officials, from deputy ministers down to
junior messengers. As will be readily un-
derstood, the Civil Service constitutes a
very important element in the city’s popula-
tion from both the economic and the social
point of view. The salaries paid its mem-
bers are moderate enough, the very highest
being $6.000 per annum, and the figures
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ranging from that down to $300 per an-
num; but in Ottawa rents are reasonable,
food cheap, and education practically free,
so that officials with a turn for thrift can
get along very comfortably.

The sessions of Parliament usually begin
in February or March and last three or four
months. During this period Ottawa is at
her best, and richly rewards those who then
pay her a visit. Decked in the snow-white
garb of winter, her stately buildings and
innumerable cosy homes of warm red brick
present a most attractive picture, while the
surging tide of life that animates her streets,
and fills to overflowing her commodious
hotels gives one a vivid impression of her
importance. From Nova Scotia to British
Columbia the bustling members of the
Commons and their potent, grave and
reverend seniors, the Senators, have come
together, and the intense feverish body-
mind-and-soul-exhausing life of the session
is in full swing once more. Then are the
Parliament Buildings thronged with pomp-
ous politicians, sagacious statesmen, wily
wire-pullers, pertinacious lobbyists and all
that miscellaneous multitude of interested
individuals who bear much the same rela-
tion to legislative assemblies that camp fol-
lowers bear to an army.
~ After many years languishing in the cold
shades of opposition the Liberal party at
last succeeded in gaining power in July,
1896, and are still enjoying the sweets of
office. Their leader, Sir Wilfred Laurier,
than whom no finer type of French-Cana-
dian has appeared in pubilc life, is the first
of his race to attain the Premiership since
Confederation.

Associated with him in the conduct of
affairs are the best and strongest Liberals
the different provinces could supply, such as
Sir William Mulock and Sir Richard Cart-
wright, Messrs. Paterson and Sutherland
from Ontario; Fisher and Prefontaine
from Quebec; Fielding and Sir Frederick
Borden from Nova Scotia; Sifton from
Manitoba, and Templeman from British
Columbia.

The Opposition is led by Mr. R. L.
Borden, of Nova Scotia, an exceedingly able
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- and honorable gentleman, assisted by Mr.

F. D. Monk, who, despite his name, is a
French-Canadian.

The cope-stone of the Canadian Govern-
ment pyramid is the Governor-General, who
represents royalty, and is appointed to this
high office directly by the Imperial authori-
ties without hint or suggestion from those
over whom he is to rule in the name of His
Majesty. No bill can become law, nor
order-in-council take effect, without his
assent, and he may at any time reserve a
bill for the consideration of the Home Gov-
ernment, so that theoretically he has a great
deal of power, although as a matter of fact
he rarely uses it, preferring to abide by the
advice of his Council, upon whom the real
responsibility devolves.

The Earl of Minto, the present occupant
of the Vice-Regal chair, brought with him
to his appointment a knowledge of the duties
of his office gained when he was Secretary
to Lord Stanley during the latter’s term a
dozen years ago, and has proven himself an
amiable and popular, if not particularly
brilliant or strenuous administrator.

Rideau Hall, the residence of the Gover-
nor-General, is situated on the outskirts of
the city, in the midst of a pleasant park,
Wwhich ensures the privacy that is desirable.
It is in no sense an imposing edifice, being
simply the country mansion of a lumber
king, enlarged by successive additions, a
ball-room at the right, a dining-room at the
left, and ranges of bedrooms in the rear,
until it has become a very commodious and
comfortable, although decidedly heterogen-
ous pile, which serves its purpose fairly
well, but will no doubt some day give place
to a worthier structure.  Here for half a
year a very liberal ‘hospitality is dispensed
by their Excellencies, in the form of din-
ners, balls, private theatricals, skating and
tobogganing parties, garden and tennis par-
ties, and so on, according to the season.
I'hese constitute the most important social
events of the season, and have the right of

way over all other entertainements, an in-,

vitation to Rideau Hall being considered
one which cancels all previous engagments.
Passing from the lighter side of life to

the more practical and prosaic, we find two
features of Ottawa’s industrial development
deserving special consideration; namely,
her vast lumber mills with their allied con-
cerns, and her remarkable equipment in
regard to electric light and power.

Shrewd Philomen Wright, in the early
part of the century, was the first to harness
the Chaudiere Falls; but he has had many
imitators, and to-day huge mills crowd
each other on the rocky ledges, and the buzz
and throb of mighty machinery cease not
day or night for the greater part of the year.
These lumber mills afford a very striking
spectacle, which every visitor to the city
should witness. The most interesting time
to visit them is at night, when work is car-
ried on under electric illumination, invest-
ing the busy scene with a weird picturesque-
ness to which only Dore’s or Fuseli’s pencil
could do justice. The swift swirling torrent
of the mill race, the dark mysterious pools
wherein, all innocent of their coming fate,
the rough red logs lie huddled close, the
startling shouts of brawny workers, the
ceaseless roar of ponderous machinery, all
bathed in pure white glow or plunged in
darkest shade, unite to form a picture which
photographs itself forever on the memory.

So many million feet of sawn lumber are
produced here every season that Ottawa
may justly claim to be one of the most im-
portant lumbering centres on the globe.
Indeed it is very doubtful if any other place
exceeds her in the magnitude of her opera-
tions.

According to the most recent figures ob-
tainable it appears that there are nearly
$4,000,000 invested in the lumber business
at Ottawa, that nearly $700,000 are an-
nually paid out in wages, and that the value
of the annual product exceeds $3,000,000.

Mr. J. R. Booth continues to hold the
proud position of “lumber king,” and the
extent of his operations, especially when
considered in connection with his remark-
able railroad enterprises, to wit, the Canada
Atlantic, the Ottawa and Arnprior, and the
Ottawa and. Parry Sound roads, give him
a very high place among the “commanders
of industry " of the continent.
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But the turning out of planks and scant-
lings, laths and beams innumerable, by no
means limits the range of the city’s indus-
trial activities. =~ The opulent water-power
supplied by the Chaudiere and Rideau Falls
has been harnessed for other purposes of
vital moment. Thanks in large measure to
{he far-seeing enterprise, and expert know-
ledge of two men, Thomas Ahearn and
Warren Y. Soper, who had both begun life
as telegraph operators, the electrical equip-
ment of Ottawa for both light and power
is not surpassed by that of any other city
on the continent. Indeed statistics go to
show that she can boast of having the larg-
est number of incandescent lights in use per
capita of any city in the world.

In the matter of water-power available
for conversion into electrical energy, either
right at hand or within easy reach, Ottawa
occupies a unique position.

A “careful survey of the vicinity has
brought out the astonishing fact that within
a radius of forty-five miles there are water-
powers on the Ottawa, Gatineau, Missis-
sippi, Madawaska, Bonnechere, and Lievre
rivers, aggregating at low water a minimum
of 917,403 horse-power, and at high water
of 3,347,630 horse-power.

Very many of these, of course, may never
be utilized, and at present not more than
80,000 horse-power are being worked, but
what of the future? Ottawa certainly has
reason to feel serene as to that, since cheap
and convenient power is an all-important
factor in industrial development.

There are many other industries besides
that of lumbering, which flourish at Ottawa.
Flour mills at both the Chaudiere and the
Rideau TFalls: carbide and pulp mills,
foundries and machine shops, carriage
. works, car builders,

furniture factories,
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and so forth; representing in the aggregate
a total of over $10,000,000 invested capi-
tal, an annual wage-roll of $2,500,000, and
an output valued at $7,825,000.

During the period of unexampled pros-
perity which Canada is still happily enjoy-
ing, Ottawa has kept well in the van of
progress. Thus while the imports of the
Dominion have in the last five years risen
from $118,218,000 to $212,270,000, an in- -
crease of 93 per cent., the imports of
Ottawa during the same period increased
from $1,792,000 to $4,272,000, or 250 per
cent. :

In regard to growth of population Ottawa
has to yield the palm to only one other Cana-
dian city, Winnipeg, being able to show an
increase from 44,164 in 1891 to 61,151 in
1902.

From the last annual report of the cor-
poration of the City of Ottawa, over which
Mr. Frederick H. Cook so worthily presides
as Mayor, we gather the following facts:
The city covers an area pf over 3,000 acres,
has 100 miles of streets, and 25 miles of
electric street railway. It owns property
valued at $2,685,000, and includes taxable
property assessed . for $30,000,000, while
there are exemptions on government and
other accounts aggregating $14,000,000.
The revenue from all sources for 1902 was
$2,165,940, and the expenditure $1,455,
056, leaving a comfortable bank ba'ance of
$710,884, which certainly speaks volumes
for the excellence of the civic administra-
tion.

« Of all Canadian cities Ottawa is the
most beautiful in its modernity,” according
to the Morning Post, of London, England,
and with this tribute from so authoritative
a sotirce we may close out account of the
political capital of Canada.
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BRITANNIA-ON-THE-BAY—NEAR OTTAWA
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SHOOTING THE CHUTES—AYLMER PARK—NEAR OTTAWA

RIDEAU FALLS—OTTAWA
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FROM NEPEAN POINT—OTTAWA
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GOVERNOR-GENERAL'S RESIDENCE—RIDEAU HALL-—OTTAWA




ROMANCE AND A DRAGON

By THEODORE ROBERTS

CHAPIER VIIL
THE CRICKETER IN HOLY ORDERS.

OLONEL MONTGOMERY FAR-
LEY, with innumerable boxes and
- bags, left London and his nephew,
n the bgst of spirits. A few days later the
barquentine Southern Cross, sailed in bal-
last, for Harbour Grace, Newfoundland,
there-_to take in a cargo of fish for South
America. Jack wrote a long letter to Bob
Prendergast, and though he sent no direct
message to Catherine, the seven pages of
foreign note swarmed with passages
penned, especially for her comfort and
delectation.  He described his lonely ex-
istence. He hinted, in some delicate, thodgh
somewhat mixed figures of speech and
flights of composition, at the comfort he had
from that star of love and hope across the
sea. He told of Sparks, and of his uncle’s
sudden flight to foreign parts, in quest of
Tomance. ~He ended the latter with
“ Expectans Equito ” heavily underlined
m ink. After mailing it he felt so much
be’gter that he went to his club and was
quite companionable. He called upon the
colonel’s lawyers, now no less his own, and
fOur}d them jovial and entertaining, and
}lndﬂsmayed at the colonel’s actions. He
indulged himself in a pair of new riding
togs, and woke the colonel’s good hack from
his long sleep. He made calls, and remem-
bered old friends, and went out almost
Svery evening. But a fortnight of it fin-
1shed him, and with a book, a pipe, and the
little locket, he kept his fireside and let
longing gnaw at him,

Day by day he lost weight. He fell into
an evil habit of keeping his bed in the morn-
g until close upon lunch time, simply to
Sh‘OI‘tel.l the day of painful inactivity.

1’ April came and whispered - in = Jack’s

O‘?;d'- He got out maps and guide-books.

but he could see nothing on the maps
but a big triangular island away to the
westward. But no, that would only make
it harder for both of them just now. When
the time came to act ; when his plans were
made——then it would be quick and without
hesitation.

He did not want to rush away to new
adventures in outlandish places, for his life
had acquired a new and beautiful value to
him, and he had learned to appreciate the
mail service.

While he was packing and unpacking
his clothes, and pacing his uncle’s rooms
in a state of heady indecision, a let-
ter from his lawyers reached him. It related
to a small place of the colonel’s down in
Norfolk that had been unrented for several
months. They were afraid the house was
greatly in need of repairs. What had they
better do about it ? The letter contained
information as to the exact whereabouts of
the little property. Jack smoked a pipe or
two over the letter, and a happy idea came
to him. He replied to the lawyers imme-
diately, to the effect that he would go down
and look at the place. For a day he and
Jollops were busy packing. They turned
the key in the front door on a Monday, and
went down to Norfolk with their belong-
ings. . The colonel's hack was to follow
next day, in the care of a groom from the
stables.

At the nearest village to the neglected
(and most likely forgotten) property, they
found a dingy four-wheeler of prehistoric
design, and a driver with a black patch over
one eye. By the time master, man, and out-
fit were inside, this ancient vehicle was full
almost . to bursting. Jollops showed only
his head, so piled about was he with boxes,
and bundles of rugs and bedding. Jack,
with a folding camp-cot upon his lap and a
dunnage bag stuffed with Jollops’ kitchen
outfit leaning fondly against him, lit a
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cigar and gave himself up to meditation.
The roads were vile. The nag was old.
The cabby was a master of language, and
had a voice that defied closed windows.
He ““ blasted ” the mud and the dark. He
requested his horse to go to that place of
which it is reported there is neither frost
nor moisture, and which I, for one, sin-
cerely hope is mythical. He asked the un-
heeding night if he were piloting an Arctic
expedition, and how the devil the captain
with the single gig-lamp had come to leave
‘the white elephant and the kitchen range
out of his list. Jollops heard and trembled.

But Jack smoked on in complete oblivion

to the kindly humor of the gentleman on
the box. Action was bringing its solace,
and this flying trip to an unknown and
hitherto unheard of house smacked pleas-
antly of adventure. The swaying and jerk-
ing of the four-wheeler soothed him into a
half-sleep.

Of a sudden the vehicle stopped.  Jack
awoke and found himself hurled, together
with camp-cot and dunnage bag, against
Jollops’ protected position.  The driver’s
voice, raised unpardonably high, caught his
attention. Straightening his eye-glass and
his cigar, he cleared himself from his house-
hold belongings, and kicked open the car-
riage door. By the light of a pale young
moon in a misty sky he avoided a puddle,
and with his first leap landed dry-shod on
the turf at the roadside. He saw that the
four-wheeler had no lights. He saw a dog-
cart, with lamps, motionless in the road
ahead, and on the high seat of the cart a
cloaked and silent figure. He beheld the
driver of his own conveyance upright on
- the box, jumping and swearing. He
shouted to the fellow to hold his row, but
he might just as well have held his own. So
without more ado he climbed over the wheel
and threw the disorderly cabby into the
road.

“1 hope that drunken fool didn’t smash
into you ?” he called.

“No damage done, thanks,” replied the
driver of the cart. Jack shouted to his man.
“Take that fellow inside with you,” he
ordered, “and keep him quiet if you have
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to kill him.” Jollops descended from the
narrow door, and after a brief encounter
with the man in the ditch, assisted him, pro-
testing violently, into the dark and untidy
interior of his own four-wheeler.

After lighting his lamps Jack urged his
steed alongside the dog-cart.

“ Can you direct me to ‘ The Rookery,””
he inquired. :

“Delighted,” replied the stranger.
“Drive on about a mile and you’ll find a
white box of a house, about a hundred yards
off the road, to the left, without any trees
near it. That’s ‘ The Rookery.” May 1
ask, sir, if you are thinking of renting it ?”

“ Why, no,” said Jack, “I'm going to put
up there awhile myself.”

“ Ah, you are the owner,’
other.

“Yes,” replied Jack.

“You’ll find the stables in fair order,”
said the man in the dog-cart, “ but the house
is dismal, and out of repair. My name is
Tomkins. I'm curate here. Wadham is my
college.”

“My name is Farley,” said Jack, “and
I slumbered at Oxford for a little while
myself.”

“May I turn and go to ‘ The Rookery’
with you ?” asked the curate. ‘““Fact is I
am due at a party in the village, and look-
ing out for an excuse to keep away.”

“Please come. Lead the way, if you
will,” invited.Jack cordially.

The four-wheeler lumbered heavily after
the high-wheeled cart. Half-smothered
cursings and occasional bumps and jars,
came faintly to Jack’s ears. At last they
reached the gate of ‘The Rookery.” The
curate had left it open, and was already on
his' way around to the stables. Jack drew
up at the front door of the empty house.
Dismounting from the box he liberated
Jollops and the driver. Then taking a
bunch of keys from his coat-pocket he un-
locked the door with the largest of them.
The curate reappeared, and after informing
Jack that he had put his mare under cover,
as she was delicate, the four men carried
the bags and boxes into the house and
heaped them in the narrow hall.  The
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driver, thanks to Jollops, had become a
pattern of meekness and energy. Jack gave
him a soverign, and wished him good-
night,

% Saved again,” exclaimed the Rev. Mr.
Tomkins, thinking of the party he had
Jigged.

He produced a cigar-case from the side
pocket of his checked ulster, and after pass-
mg it to Farley, helped himself to one of the

v cheroots, with which it was stuffed. He

was a tall, lanky young fellow, with ex-
ceedingly long feet, on the ends of exceed-
ingly long legs. His face was clean shaven.
Inside, by the light of a carriage-candle,
Jack obtained a clearer view of this acci-
dental friend.  He feared that he had
entertained a hore unawares, so mild was
the clergyman’s cast of countenance, and so
faultlessly pink and white his complexion.
But the cheroot was exceptionally good, he
had put his mare under cover ; and he had
sed a manly desire to keep away from
a social gathering of some sort in the vil-
lage.

“ Perhaps he is better than he looks,”
Jack thought, hopefully. There was not a
stick of [furniture in the house. There was
10 cooking range in the kitchen. The floors
Were: deep in dust. - ‘Tomkins discovered
Some coals in the scullery, whatever they were
doing there. Jack found a neat pile of fire-
wood locked away in an out-house. Soon
they had a cheerful fire going in a grate in
one of the front rooms on the ground floor.

As they had no chairs, Jollops set up two
camp-cots. By the dim light of the curate’s
carriage-candles they made a supper off a
Mmeat-pie, two tarts, and some bottled beer,
Which they had brought down with them
from London. Jack and Tomkins sat to-
gether on a cot, with the pie between them,
ang Jollops pulled corks and refilled glasses.

Eat with us, Jollops ?  You must be as
Ungry as we are,” said Farley. So Jol-
OPS, with a mouth full of tart and his dig-

Mty unimpaired, waited on his master.

After supper, while Jollops pottered

about, Farley and Tomkins smoked and
yarned.

“; find this a very satisfactory field of

labor during the summer,” said the curate,
making a long arm for his glass of beer.

“ Ah, more church work in summer than
in winter ? " inquired Jack, politely.

“Why, no,” replied Tomkins, without
embarrassment, “but there is more cricket.”

Jack stared at his guest’s placid cheeks,
yellow, well-brushed hair and unclouded
brow. And while he stared, one of those
blue, unworldly eyes closed slowly, and he
understood. :

“Why don’t you stick to cricket ?” he
inquired.

“I do. I play for the county,” replied
Tomkins.

“But why did you enter the church ?”
asked Jack.

“One can’t live by cricket—unless one
cares to be a pro,” explained the curate.

Jack looked his disappproval, and the

other man read the signs. He flushed
quickly. '
“Don’t mistake me,” he exclaimed. “I

believe what I preach, and I practice it, too,
as nearly as I can. But, though I never be-
fore confessed it, I'd rather play at Lord’s
for All England than be made Archbishop
of Canterbury.”

“And more likely to, I think,” replied
Jack, laughing. Tomkins remained at  The
Rookery’ until close upon midnight, mak-
ing many confessions and finishing the beer.
He begged Farley to come over with him—
only two miles— and put up in his cottage
for the night. Farley refused the invitation,
as he wanted to look around the house and
grounds at the first peep of day.

“Well, then I'll send over some bread
and butter, and things for your breakfast,”
said Tomkins. “You see you are one of
my parishoners now and I must look after
you.”

This was the beginning of a friendship
which always proved entertaining to them
both, and later, as my story shows, decidedly
useful to Jack Farley. Even Jollops realized
at last that it was fate who had guided the
drunken cabby into the curate’s dog-cart.
Otherwise, perhaps, he would never have
had that delightful trip in the Sea Eagle as
owner’s steward.
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CHAPTER VIL
THE COLONEL WRITES—THE VICAR KICKS.

There was a paddock back of Jack’s
stables and beyond that a narrow meadow,
a spinney, and a deserted rookery of elms.
Tomkins found Jack, late one morning,
exploring the wilderness of damp under-
brush, and gave him a letter. It was from
Col. Farley, and was dated at Harbour
Grace, Newfoundland. Jack seated him-
self upon a rusty contrivance which some
former tenant had set up with the intention
of trapping poachers, and opened the letter.
The curate leaned against a tree, puffing
his brier and waiting for news. He was
vastly interested in what he already knew
of the Farleys, and eager to know more.
The colonel’s letter was both lengthy and
entertaining. It touched lightly upon the
incidents of the passage across the Atlantic
—the rough weather, the fair sailing, the
games of cribbage, and the fact that Farley
had already won three pounds ten from
Sparks. It told of the first chapter of the
great novel—of how Sparks had worked it
out, tramping up and down the cabin in his
oil-skins, and how the colonel, clutching the
ink-bottle in one hand, had penned it, de-
spite the plunging of the barquentine. I
quote the following passage in the colonel’s
own words, as it is an important part of my
story :

“We had not been in the harbor fifteen
minutes before a young fellow came aboard
and enquired after Captain Sparks and Col-
onel Farley. Now, how the devil did any-
one know I was on the Southern Cross.
The cook brought him into the cabin, where
Sparks and I, just shaved, were having a
glass of grog. Sparks welcomed him
with delight, and then introduced us. He
proved to be Mr. Robert Prendergast, no
less, brother of the incomparable Miss
Catherine. I waved all family traditions
and greeted him like an uncle. He is
remarkably fine looking—for a Prendergast.
His manners are equal to his appearance.
We got out another glass, and I soon
learned from his remarks (though Sparks
was none the wiser) that he, too, is on the

inside.  After spinning a few yarns we
went ashore together and Sparks and
Prendergast arranged some particulars

about a cargo of fish. It happens that
young Prendergast was on the lookout for
the Southern Cross to give her freight tor
South America. He manages the Harbour
Grace branch of their business, and visits
the place about once a month during the
summer. These ““ marchants” seem to have
everything their own way, and go about
their business with as much high-headed
assurance as the Hudson’s Bay Company
factors. I believe the Prendergasts are the
largest "exporters and importers in the
colony. Sparks assures me they are very
satisfactory people to have dealings with.
I hope you will always find it so, my boy.
We found the town a dull place, though [
believe it was gay enough ten years ago,
and all three spent the evening aboard.
Sparks played his banjo and Prendergast
and I sang. I mixed the punch, and after a
glass or two, I read to our visitor what we
had written of the novel. Prendergast was
greatly impressed, and in spite of all we
could do, insisted upon sending a man
ashore for his flute. But before the sailor
was back with it Mr. Prendergast was sound
asleep on the cabin locker. He is a delight-
ful companion, but both Sparks and I are
a bit shy of the flute. I have heard that it
takes a man five years to learn to make a
noise on an instrument of this kind, and
another five to play a tune. Ten to one
Prendergast has learned to make a noise.
I hunted through my despatch box and un-
earthed a simple little bracelet engraved
with the Farley motto—it belonged to my
mother—and this I gave to Prendergast to
convey to his sister with my sincerest well-
wishes. He was delighted, and thought no
more of the flute. It was still quite early
when he left us for his quarters ashore. We
expect to get close in to our wharf about
noon, and begin taking our cargo of fish, in
drums, right. Then it’s up anchor for Rio
Janiero.”

Jack retailed a little of the contents of the
letter to Tomkins. Then they went up to
the house to look for lunch. Instead of
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1L1n§11 they found the vicar, who returned
their greeting stifly and requested a
moment’s private interview with Mr. Tom-
kins.  Farley retired to the kitchen and
helped Jollops with the chops.  Presently
the vicar drove away and Tomkins appeared
at the kitchen door. Dismay was depicted
on his maiden cheeks and azure brow.

“Taken clear !” he remarked—* my
middle stump.”

Jack placed the chops on the dish and
awaited further enlightenment. His friend’s
woe-begone countenance all but moved him
to lagghter. Fancy a full-grown man get-
ting into such a funk simply because a par-
son—a brother parson—wigged him.

“You know I hold this job by the vicar’s
private appointment,” continued the cur-
ate, “and now he says he’s had enough of
me. He has thought so for some time.
' The ladies in the village have told him that

I do not attend to my duties—because I cut
their sickening tea-parties.” He looked at
Jack.

“I'm glad you see the joke,” he said.

“I don’t, honestly,” confessed Jack.

Tomkins kilted up the tails of his clerical
coat and seated himself upon the edge of
the coal-box. 'He smoothed his yellow hair
with his white hands and sighed.

“Let us look up those chops before they
get cold,” suggested Farley. But Tom-
kins remained in his attitude of dejection.

“It's not only the spoiling of the eleven,”
he said, “ but it hurts me professionally.”

“Rot,” exclaimed Jack. “ Why, man,
YPU’Ve done your work. You're simply a
bit unpopular with the ladies. DIl wager
that the vicar himself is well enough satis-
fied with you.”

“Who ever heard of a successful clergy-
man who was unpopular with the ladies ?”
enquired the curate.

_For answer Jack dragged him into the
dining-room by the arm.

Late that night, while Jack was lying in
his narrow bed wide awake, a remarkable
1dea came to him, and without loss of time
he began to make his plans. T hope Uncle
Farley will not object to being taken at his
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word,” he thought—*“ A yacht and a pri-
vate chaplain—my hat, but it will cost a
pretty penny.”

CHAPTER 1IX,

FAMILY DISCORD.

Mr. Prendergast, seated at the head of the
dinner-fable, had been eyeing Catherine’s
left wrist for some time, over the wreck of
grape stems on his dessert plate. Bob, who
noticed the glances, sipped his port wearily.
Catherine, all unconscious, chatted gaily
with her mother. She sat forward in her
chair, with her elbows on the table, and her
pink knuckles under her chin. The threads
of gold on her -white wrist caught the
candle light in a circle of yellow flame. Mr.
Prendergast, for a man of large affairs, had
a surprisingly acute eye for details.

“You have a new bracelet, Catherine,”
he said.

The girl’s chatter died out in the middle
of a sentence, and for an instant the color
faded from her cheeks. Something about
it all made Bob think of a bird, winged while
in full flight across the open and the sun-
light.  The remark was followed by an
awkward pause. Mrs. Prendergast blinked
at the bracelet with an injured air, and Bob
fumbled with a decanter in trying to fill his
glass.

“Yes,” replied the girl, turning her face
toward her father.

“ Something I brought home to her,” said
Bob.

“I wonder you did not show it to me,”
said her mother.

Mr. Prendergast was about to turn his
attention to something of more importance
when his wife leaned forward, and stared
at the clasp of the bracelet with short-
sighted eyes.

“ Expectans—what is it ?” she enquired.

The Honorable H. Hyde Prendergast
straightened himself in his chair.

“ Read it my dear,” he said.

“ Expectans Equito,” read the lady slow-
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ly, “and I am sure I do not know what it
means.”

“It means,” remarked Mr. Prendergast
in.a voice very nicely modulated— why it
means deceit and disrespect.”

“ A more literal translation is ‘ waiting
I ride,”” said Catherine.

The elder lady looked puzzled. She had
not been born in the West Indies, and so
may be pardoned for an ignorance of the
Farley motto. Bob felt the blood tingling
in his cheeks. Mr. Prendergast seemed to
be feeling for his breath. Catherine alone
appeared unmoved, and sat gazing at her
father with polite unconcern in her clear
eyes.

“This is in direct disobedience to my
orders,” said Mr. Prendergast at last.

“I believe you told me not to see, speak
to, or communicate by mail, with Mr. Jack
Farley,” replied Catherine slowly, “and I
have done none of these things.”

“ Why add anything more to the list of
—ah—prevarication, with which you have
hoodwinked your parents during the past
fourteen months ?”’ enquired her fathe:,
gray with anger. His voice rang low and
hard, with a note in it that his wife had
never suspected. = The girl rose from her
chair, white and trembling.

“ You have called me a liar,” she said.

Bob spilled his wine and cursed con-
fusedly under his breath.

“Perhaps you have not accepted a gift
from Mr. Jack Farley,” sneered Mr. Pren-
dergast.

“1 have accepted roses from him,” re-
plied Catherine, ‘and—and—they were
very comforting.”

Bob found his voice.

“I brought that bracelet to her from
Colonel Montgomery Farley,” he  said.
Catherine smiled at him, and he wondered
at the change that had come so suddenly to
the bright and beautiful mouth—though
the eyes were still bright and the mouth
still beautiful.

“ Any other—ah, gentlemen ?” enquired
her father.

Mrs. Prendergast began to cry softly into
a bunch of grapes
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“You will be very sorry for this,” said
Catherine.

“I am already,” retorted Mr. Prender-
gast—* very, very sorry that a child of
mine should deceive me, and disobey me,
and disgrace me.”

““Make it two,” remarked Bob, huskily.

Catherine left the room, and her mother
hurried after her, bent upon a course of
petting and scolding.  Her grasp of this
sudden disturbance was still woefully incom-
plete. As soon as the door was shut Mr.
Prendergast turned the vials of his wrath
upon Bob. Bob heard him to the bitter end
in silence.  Then he gulped his wine and
replied without fear. With respectful
demeanor and quiet voice he stript his
father’s garment of pride and stupidity” to
tatters. Then, lighting a cigarette, he left
the room, and Mr. Prendergast with his
elbows among the dessert and his forehead
between his hands wondering if he were
really such a cad.

Bob lunched at the club that day and did
not return home until close upon dinner
time. He found Catherine chilly and polite
with the others, and tender with him. His
mother looked as if she had gone through
with something more violent than a charity
bazaar, and Mr. Prendergast’s manner was
strangely subdued and suggested the early
Christian martyrs. Dinner was scarcely less
cheerful than usual, and Bob retired early
to the attic and his flute. He was tremend-
ously relieved to find that the tempest had
subsided without damaging the teapot.

There came a light knocking at the door
and Catherine entered the room.

“You are a dear,” she exclaimed, her
eyes shining. Bob sighed and put down his
flute.

“1 promised again not to write to him,”
she said, “and I promised mother not to
elope with him. I even promised to have
her at my wedding should I ever marry.”

“ Well, you certainly have done it,” said
Bob, in disgust.

The girl smiled and looked at the blue-
print on the wall.

“What a head for invention you have,”
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she said, “and yet you are awfully stupid
about some things.”

“I am not stupid enough to bind myself
with fool promises,” retorted Bob.  “I
told the pater I'd choose my own friends,
and if he did not like my choice I'd cut clear
of the business and this house altogether.”

“1I shall keep my promises,” said Cath-
erine, slowly, “and much good may it do
them. I shall respect my own word to the
letter, but why should I consider the feelings
of people who care nothing for my ieel-
ings.” :

“ But you don’t mean to cut up just to
hurt them, do you ?” enquired Bob, anxi-
ously. “ You'll play the game, Kitty ? and
the game is Farley, you know.”

“ Of course, I shall play the game—and
it shall be my own game,” replied the girl.
“And you may help me,” she added.

“Do you love Farley ?” asked Bob.

“Yes,” she said. ;

“Would it cut you up much if you never
saw him again ?”

“It would—it would break my heart,”
she whispered in a voice so intense that Bob
wondered why he had asked.

“I’ll help you for all I'm worth,” he said,
and took up his flute.  But she pulled it
away from him.

“ He asked me to marry him,” she said,
“and then I told him to wait until father
and mother were willing. But now I do
not care. Do you understand, Bob ?”

“Then why did you promise all those
things,” asked Bob.

“ Oh, those are easily kept,” she replied,
laughing, “and I hate writing letters any-
way. You are a splendid corresponden:.
~ though.” .

Bob shook his head. :

“ Give me my whistle, that’s a good girl,
and enlighten me at your leisure. All I
can say is it will be a gay wedding if the
pater and mater attend. They'll sand-bag
the parson, I'm afraid, and do for the bride-
groom for sure. I wish I could think of
some scheme to help you out.”

Catherine puckered her brows.

“You must write to Jack,” she said, “and
—and—oh, ask him his intentions ? ”

“Good Lord !” exclaimed Bob.

“But you must,” urged the girl. “Don’t
say I suggested it, for, of course, I know
them, but do the anxious brother act off
your own bat.”

“He’ll think I’'m an ass,” cried Bob.
“Why, he is my friend.”

“But we must start right,” persisted
Catherine.

“I don’t call it good form,” said he.
“ Surely you know his intentions ?”

“Yes, but you are not supposed to know
all that I know, stupid.”

Next morning Bob mailed the following
to his friend Jack Farley :

DEAR OLD CHAP:

We've had the devil of a row over that bracelet the
Colonel gave Catherine. The pater went completely
off his chump, and Catherine and I stuck out for
liberty and the rights of man. We are once more at
peace, of a patched-up kind. Catherine has taken the
bit in her teeth, though she keeps her lips over it-and
looks about as docile as usual. Just what she is up to
[ can hardly say, but I am quite sure she will play
her heart against family traditions to win. As I have
never been fully taken into your confidence I am a
good deal at a loss as to what to help her to in the way
of advice. My father feels as pleasantly as ever
towards you. Damn it, Jack, I can almost wish that
we had been spared the doubtful blessings called
grandfathers. :

This sounds rather rotten, I know, but please read
it right. I want to play the game, you see, and as
the governor’s rules don’t suit me I'm looking for
yours. It seems to me that, like it or not, duty has
pushed me into the field. So forgive my cheek, and
remember that this scrawl is written by an anxious
brother and your sincere friend

R. PRENDERGAST.

CHAPTER X.
IN THE SPRING.

With the awakening of Spring life took
on a gayer aspect in the northern colonial
city. Lent was over and the conservatories
bloomed with hyacinths and Bermuda lilies.
Despite the grime and mud of the streets
and the proverbial (and fictitious) odor of
cod-fish, London gowns and Paris hats
took the air as if all the world were there to
see. -~ Sir Hardwick Brice appeared in a
spring overcoat and fawn-colored spats,
and His Excellency the Governor, with a
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bachelor’s recklessness, ran his secretary a
close second in the splendor of his attire.
Bob Prendergast and young Burton and per-
haps a dozen others had received bulky par-
cels from their London tailors in plenty of
time for Easter Sunday.

Bob received a -letter from Jack Farley,
which relieved his mind of much of its bur-
den and warmed him with a pleasurable
glow of romantic anticipation. Jack pro-
posed kidnapping and mentioned an in-
tended trip to New York to buy a schooner-
rigged yacht for the purpose. At the first
reading Bob’s breath fairly left him, but
upon retailing the suggestion to Catherine,
and noting the signs of pleasure in cheek
and eye, he recovered himself and gave it
his consideration.

“But how do you intend keeping your
' promises if he carries you away like a bally
pirate ?” he asked. s

“1 shall think it over,” she replied
calmly.

In this same letter Jack wrote that his
intention was to win Catherine for his wife
as speedily as possible, and that only her
objection could turn him from it.  Alto-
gether the letter was eminently satisfactory,
and Bob went about his business, and his
pleasure with interest. So firm was his
faith in the ability of these two lovers, now
thoroughly roused to action, that he fell
into a habit of looking upon his parents with
no small degree of pity as people already
sadly outwitted at a game which they them-
selves had brought upon the table.

One evening returning home early, he
found Sir Hardwick Brice in the drawing-
room and Catherine at the piano. He
watched them for several seconds from the
doorway. Catherine’s gaze was not at the
sheets of music before her, and she played
softly, and even waywardly it seemed to
Bob. The baronet sat in a low chair well
from the piano with his immaculate hands
folded upon his immaculate white waist-
coat, and his eyes turned upon the player’s
back in benign approval. Bob moved
quietly away and continued his advance
upon his attic dear. “Poor old Brice—
winged at fifty,” he muttered cheerfully, as

he ascended the stairs. It was true. Brice
himself realized it with a pang of sweet
regret, as he watched the slim back and
white shoulders, neck and spell-weaving
hands, and his past drifted across his inner
vision like a foolish, unmeaning pantomime,
and the future threw a rose-light upon a
sunlight sky. Then the memory of a trinket
found in the mud of the road came to him,
and, for some whim, disturbed his peace.

“ Am I really down,” he wondered. “It
seems so, or I would not be frightening my-
self with such ghosts as that. I am not
much worse than forty. My figure is all
that could be looked for in anyone but a
tennis-player. And—Dbeast that I am to con-
sider it—I am a baronet.” With a sigh
unheeded by Catherine he returned to the
contemplation of the roselit future. Cath-
erine had her eyes fixed upon the wall be-
hind the piano. Of course she did not see
it, or she would have looked at something
else. She saw a small portion of the rail of
a vessel, and near it a tall young man in a
long ulster, with a pipe in his mouth, and
his cap pulled down. She did not ask if it
were a memory of the past, a glimpse of the
present, or a vision of the future. But she
knew that the man was Jack Farley, and she
could see his face as distinctly as if it were
within the reach of her hand. Over and
over again she read the love and determina-
tion in the brave eyes, and all the while she
told her dream to the sympathetic key-board,
and it understood, being wiser than the
baronet.

Bob, high up in his own room, with no
engagements to distract him, put on slip-
pers and smoking-coat, lit his pipe and fell
to work upon a letter of importance. It
was to a New York lawyer and capitalist,
and concerned a copper mine (at this time a
patch of cheerless rock and thin soil) in
Notre Dame Bay. Bob was sure of a good
thing in this claim, having examined the
site and the ore himself, and was anxious
to develop it immediately himself, and upon
a large scale. His father had refused to
come into it, having scattered a good deal of
money around the coast in similar ventures,
and Bob was forced to look for foreign capi-
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tal. His letter to the New Yorker concerned
also their mutual friend, Jack Farley. He
suggested that Barcomb, the lawyer, should
come north in the early summer with Far-
ley, and see the copper deposit for himself.
Then he told what he knew of Jack’s plans
(saying nothing of their purpose), named a
figure for a half-interest in the mine, and
concliided the epistle with an offer of the
hospitality of the whole island. Feeling that
he had not only done a good bit of business,
but had also fulfilled a social duty to a friend
by writing the letter, he retired to bed with
his pipe, his flute, and a copy of The Field.
Contentment wrapt him round, for his new
clothes fitted him, he had taken a little trou-
ble for friendship’s sake, and life was full of
entertainment. He fell asleep at last and
dreamed that Jack and Catherine were stand-
ing on a sunlit “landwash” hand in hand,
watching bars of copper being turned out
of the solid rock by his patent pulp-wood
barker.

Sir Hardwick Brice returned to Govern-
ment House and spent a restless night, now
~ vowing that he did not care a rap for the
girl, and next moment certain that he would
die for her. When sleep came to him
a little while before dawn, it brought
no vision of Catherine, but many disturbing
dreams of his infirm old 'mother, with
her ancient, priceless jewelry, -calculat-
ing eyes and disdain of anything and every-
thing “Colonial.” When his man awoke
him at nine-thirty he sat up with the uneasi-
ness of the night still upon him, and won-
dered for a moment what it was that had
disturbed his heart’s equilibrium. Uncer-
tainty had him in its clutches all the morn-
ing, and after lunch he went riding with
young Burton. Burton seemed in no better
humor than the baronet, and spent the first
few miles in cursing the roads, the man who
had shod his horse, the cost of living, and
the emptiness of existence. His compan-
ion’s bad temper at length began to amuse
Sir Hardwick, and presently lighting a
cigar, he found himself returned to his usual
buoyant frame of mind. Trotting easily
where the road permitted, but scrambling
for the most part, they were soon beyond
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the low ridge of spruces and tumbled rocks,
and lost sight of the dingy roofs of the
town and the green waters of the harbor.
Before them the road held on across an un-
even barren, and was little better than a
trail. Save when it edged round some giant
boulder of granite, it was noiseless and yield-
ing to the horses’ hoofs. Before them, and
several miles distant, the Atlantic rode in,
everlastingly shattering its squadrons against
the courageous cliffs. About them lay the
barrens, varied, alluring, and voiceless as
the grave. The faces of the scattered ponds
were now and then darkened by & passing
flaw of wind. The knolls of granite and
reviving moss shone in the sunlight. The
“ spruce-tuck,” stunted, twisted, and black,
crowded in the shallow valleys. Brown
and level -basins of mud, soon to be criss-
crossed by the delicate foot-prints of the
snipe, glistened like upturned mirrors or
discarded shields. All this lay in, or crept
out of, a lifeless setting of brown and gray
bog-moss, knee-deep, and heavy as a sodden
sponge. In the Autumn the barrens are dry
and warm, and grouse feed in the covers
and across the berry-decked knolls, but to
some people they are always beautiful, lur- .
ing with a promise of mingled delight and
heart-ache. FEven in spring they have their
fascination.

Brice rode with his attention all given to
the landscape, and even Burton felt a little
of the charm of this desolate country of his.
The horses chose their own pace and shuf-
fled comfortably along the damp trail. There
was no glint of wing. The wind passed
over the knolls and the valleys with noise-
less feet, and only the cold waters of the
ponds stirred at his passage. The smoke of
the baronet’s cigar trailed across the sun-
light in their tracings of vivid blue.

Suddenly, unheralded by any sound,
appeared a black mare and a lady in a riding
habit around an elbow of the trail ahead.
The lady was Catherine Prendergast. She
walked with the bridle over one arm and
her long skirt held up under the other. Her
slender riding-boots shone against the dull
loam of the path. The men drew up and
lifted their hats. She greeted them gaily
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~and without embarrassment, but they saw
that her eye-lids were red, and that upon her
cheeks gleamed a moisture suggestive of
tears.

“I'm in luck to meet you” she cried.
“for I think one of my girths is unsafe.”

Brice and Burton dismounted simultan-
eously and collided in the narrow way.
Burton was the first to reach the mare.

“It looks all right,” he bagan, but the
Haronet shut him up by stamping heavily
on his toe.

“I think it will last if I pull-it up a
hole,” said Brice, fumbling gravely with the
buckle. = His eyes sought those of Burton
across the saddle, and Burton blushed and
held his peace. After helping Catherine up,
they waited at their horses’ heads in inde-
cision. ~ She thanked them, smiling beauti-
fully from one to the other, and starting the
mare into a brisk trot, cried “ good-bye”
over her shoulder. Sir Hardwick grinned
whimsically at his companion.

“ Would you make a liar of a lady for a
little thing like a saddle girth P’ he re-
marked.

“I am an ass,” was all Burton could
find to say in reply.

Presently they turned and followed the
hoof-prints of the black mare back to town.
But Burton wondered what she had been
crying about.

CHAPTER X1

THE MASKED BALL.

Young Burton advanced upon the side
entrance of Government House in his fath-
er’s carriage.
family at such frivolities as this. Very
elegantly he reposed on one seat and rested
his feet on the other. His brow was tragic.
He inhaled the smoke of his cigarette with
the air of onenot to be intimidated by either
man or devil. He was in a very bad way,
thanks to the charms and seeming heartless-
ness of Miss Prendergast. Descending
from the carriage under the porte-cochere,
he stumbled against a man in a brown

He alone represented his

ulster, a cloth cap, and a silk mask, and his |

card-board  breast-plate (he stood for
Porthos) was dinted by the contact. He
swore gently.

“I beg your pardon, but this place is so
damn poorly lit,” he added, peering at the
chin of the unknown. His remark was
answered by a silent bow. They went to-
gether into the dressing-room and there the
unknown discarding his ulster and cap,
appeared as a tall and broad-shouldered
Elizabethan beau.  His costume was rich,
but looked as if it had been hurriedly
donned. Burton noticed that his kid gloves
of a lilac hue, were already on, and that his
mask was a full two inches longer than any
others in the place.  There was something
familiar about the shoulders. Was it Ben-
son 7 No, too tall by an inch. Was it
Wally of the Alert? Perhaps, though
someone had told him that Wally intended
representing Neptune. Anyway, what did
it matter to a man with a shattered heart
and a headache from too many cigarettes ?
He tosssed back his cloak, hitched up his
rapier, and, advancing upon the gay throng
within, quickly forgot the quiet Elizabethan
courtier.

Masks were not to be removed until after
the first two dances—the whim of His Ex-
cellency’s sister, Mrs. Hampton,—until the
masks were off dance-cards were not to be
filled. Bob Prendergast, in the garb of a
Spanish buccaneer, stood beside Catherine
awaiting the music of the opening waltz.
Catherine was wonderfully and beautifully
gowned, and knew herself what she repre-
sented. Bob did not. Suddenly she touched
his arm.

“Here comes Sir Hardwick,” she said.

The secretary wore a court suit, several
orders, and a narrow mask.

“ Remember this is your dance,” she whis-
pered to Bob. ‘

The secretary came to a halt and bowed.

“May I have the pleasure of this ?” he
murmured.

Close upon his heels trod the tall gentle-
man in the lilac gloves.

“I am sorry, but I am already engaged
for this,” replied Catherine.
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Sir Hardwick moved on. The orchestra
struck up.

“This must be ours,” said he of the in-
<congruous gloves.

The voice was low and unnatural. Cath-
erine drew herself up and Bob stared for a
brace of seconds. Then he leaned toward
Catherine. :

“ Expectans Equito,” he whispered—
““but remember your promises.”

Next moment -Catherine found herself
among the waltzers with one hand upon Jack
Farley’s arm, and one in his hand, and his
arm about her waist.

“If you have promised not to speak to me,
dearest, I will do all the talking,” he said.
“I heard about this masked ball just in
time to invite myself and come. 'I was in
New York. Her chin touched his arm just
. below the shoulder.

“When the masks are off,” he said, “I
shall slip away and leave you to the others.
But next time I come—” he paused, as
they narrowly avoided Sir Hardwick and a
lady in yellow.  “I shall not run away
then—alone—unless you—"

Catherine lifted her chin from his arm.

“1I forget if I promised not to speak to
you,” she said, “ but now I do not care what
I promised. As they have tried to break my
heart I think I may break my word.”

“Your dear heart,” he breathed into her
ear.

“Hold it safe,” she replied, with a rare
ecstacy of tone on her quiet voice.

“It lights the world for me,” he said
huskily, “and the touch of your lips that
night in the dark—"

“Jack, you must have dreamed.”

“I have dreamed it a thousand times since
then.”

Just then they collided with a weighty
couple.

“ Shall we rest ?”’ suggested Catherine.

“ Please—outside somewhere,” said ‘Far-
fey.

He guided her through the crush of
dancers and then followed her into the con-
servatory.

The third number on the programmme
was a two-step, and through it Catherine

341

led the governor’s secretary at a killing
pace. Masks were off, but nowhere in the
room could young Burton detect the Eliza-
bethan courtier in the lilac gloves. = He
looked at his dance-card, upon the tinted
surface of which he had scrawled a few
names, and saw that he was free for the next
two dances. Procuring his cigarette-case
from his overcoat pocket he strolled out to
one of the lawns. The night air was none
too warm. Overhead the black crests of the
trees swung against a sky scarcely less black.
Burton moved quietly across the damp grass
and was about to set a light to a cigarette
when he was arrested, match in hand, by
the sound of Bob Prendergast’s voice. He
returned the match-box noiselessly to his
pocket.

“It is a dashed shame, old chap, that you
should have to dodge around like this,” said
Bob. ‘

“We'll try to put an end to that,” some-
one replied, “ and I’ll tell you straight, Bob,
this is no night to pity me.”

“Did you say a schooner ?” inquired
Prendergast.

“Yes, and a new one. Barcomb helped
me find her, and I left Tomkins beating
down the price,” the other voice made
answer. :

Burton stole nearer.

“It seems a good deal like pirating, but
T’ help you to it,” said Bob.

“ We must have our plans cut and dried.
Catherine thinks some time in June or July,
and a straight start from one of the north-
ern bays would be a good idea. If you
could—" Just then the speaker was inter-
rupted by a smothered curse from Mr. Bur-
ton, who, in creeping closer, had stumbled
over the iron pole of a garden-roller. Before
he could straighten himself his neck was in
the clutch of crushing fingers.

“Now then, keep your mouth shut,” ad-
monished a voice in his ear.

A wax-match was struck and held up.

Bob laughed. ‘

“Why it’s only good old Baby Burton,”
he exclaimed.

Farley released his captive and lowered
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the muscular and ready hand to the grasp
of the other’s.

“ Why, yes, I think we have seen each
other before. Sorry I grabbed you like that.
Had no idea it was you. Second time we’ve
met to-night, hey.”

“Not at all. Deuced glad to see you.
Don’t mention it. Just came out to have a
puff,” replied Burton, between gasps.

“See here,” said Bob, “I wish you would
run in and cheer up the ladies. Farley and
I have something to talk over of a very pri-
vate nature, if you don’t mind, and our time
is limited. And, I say, don’t mention this
meeting with Farley for the life of you.
We are trying to work someone out of a
copper claim, and-a word of his visit to the
island would spoil the whole game.”

“I'm off,” said Burton, good naturedly,
“and mum’s the word—now and at sup-
per.  Sorry you can’t stay for a glass of it,
Farley.”

He lit his cigarette and retraced his steps
to the side door of the house.

“ Wish people wouldn’t take me for such
an everlasting silly fool,” he muttered.
“Why, it’s easy! Copper?—in your eye!
Last fall he was here on the same business.
Ran into him at the club. Well, I am sorry
for that silly ass; Brice.”

In the contemplation of the baronet’s
threatened downfall he almost forgot his
own discomfort. As he returned to the ball-
room he smiled broadly.

“And that prig, Prendergast, really
seemed to think that I have nothing to do
but obey him, and keep his rotten secrets,”
he remarked.  Presently he was waltzing
faultlessly with Catherine.

Sir Hardwick took Catherine in to sup-
per, and together they engaged in a com-
fortable repast.. The champagne had been
chosen by the baronet himself, and game,
salads and jellies were in accordance with
the wine. Catherine made a picture of eat-
ing, but her mind was busy with Jack’s
affairs, and her heart in a strong glow with
the memory of him. They had entered the
supper-room among the last, and by the time
the baronet was through with his peach the
- room was nearly empty.
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“1f I could only manage a cigarette,” he
sighed. Then came inspiration to Catherine.

“1f we. could find a quiet corner,” she
said, “I am sure I would not mind. We are
such old friends, you know, and I really en-
joy the smell of cigarette smoke.”

Sir Hardwick’s heart leapt so merrily at
the good-fellowship of the lady’s words, and
the prospect of a Melachrino, that it felt
quite uncomfortable against his supper.

“1I know a nook in the fern-house with
two chairs in it where Rosehaw and I often
smoke on wet days,” he replied, “and I’ll
blow all the smoke onto the plants.”

“But will it not be too damp,” suggested
the girl. :

“Dear me, the last fern it has seen was
kept there by John Cabot,” replied Brice,
“and now it’s so dry that two geraniums
and some broken flower pots are the only
things we can keep there.”

They found the nook, which was shielded
from the main conservatory by a couple of
palms in the doorway, and no sooner had
the good-natured secretary lit his cigarette
than Catherine bent toward him, and lifted
her clear eyes to his, and told him her
romance. The baronet sat quiet and motion-
less throughout the narrating of it, as one
stunned. ““ And you,—you are so ‘clever
and know the world so well—you will help
me,” she concluded softly.

Sir Hardwick sighed and the Melachrino
reeked its fragrant blue life away, unheeded,
between his fingers.

“ It is all so unfair. What has Jack ever
done to any of our family ? Why should I
suffer because our ancestors drank too much
and acted like fools ?” she said presently.

“You must not suffer,” replied the bar-
onet. He did not look at her just then, but
puffed nervously at his cigarette. e
remembered then the fears he had enter-
tained as to what his mother would think
of a colonial daughter-in-law, and he saw
himself as a stout, middle-aged, calculating
fool.

“You must let me know your plans. I
shall be more than delighted to help you. In
fact, Miss Catherine, I—”

But she quickly placed both her hands
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upon one of his, and silenced him with laugh-
ing expressions of gratitude.

During the afternoon of the day follow-
ing, the governor’s masked ball, Burton
accosted Sir Hardwick, on the golf-course
above the town. He told him of Jack Far-
ley, of his attendance, uninvited, at Govern-
ment House, and what he himself thought of
it all. The baronet opened his cigar-case,
and selected a weed without offering one to
Burton.

“You seem to be troubling yourself un-
warrantably about other people’s affairs,” he
said.

“ But—why, I thought I was doing you a
friendly turn,” Burton hastened to reply.

“TI once heard you call yourself an ass,”
said the baronet, urbanly smiling, *“and if
you will please do it again you'll save me
the trouble.”

CHAPTER X1
: THE POWER BEHIND THE THRONE.

Mrs. Hampton was a lady of some
thirty-four years of age and possessed of an
adventurous spirit. She had a husband—a
thin, tea-hued Anglo-Indian, whom she
loved tenderly, but got along very well with-
out, and whom her brother, the governor,
disliked in his quiet way. Her husband was
looking after his affairs in some unnamable
quarter of the Indian Empire at this time,
and she was keeping house in the Northern
colony, for her bachelor brother. She was a
charming hostess, and a lady of wide and
varied information. It has been said—true,
only by a midshipman—that she knew more
- about horses than a vet., a great deal more of
- history than Judge P., and as much of men
and women as the inmates of a ward-room.
Her knowledge of books seemed unlimited—
at least to the aforementioned middy. Add
. to all this that she was pretty, a good friend
and nothing of a flirt, and managed her
brother without his knowledge of it, and
you will understand Sir Hardwick Brice’s
warm regard and high consideration for the
lady. She was the power behind the throne,

343

and only the throne was ignorant of the
fact.

Close upon noon of a day soon after the
masked ball, Sir Hardwick, pipe in hand,
found Mrs. Hampton reading a book in a
red covers, on the east lawn. He glanced at
the volume. * What, those animal stories,”
he exclaimed, in dismay. She closed the book
sharply and looked at him with an air of
disapproval.

“ You should bring your troubles to me
at breakfast,” she said.

“ But Harry, my dear lady,” expostulated
the baronet.

“ Oh, yes, and he, too, will soon be looking
for me. His trouble is with the French, over
a fisherman’s lobsterpots, but I think I fixed
it for him yesterday with M. d’Arency,”
replied the lady.

“You are a treasure to the Government
and to your friends, Mrs. Hampton,” ex-
claimed the secretary.

The lady laughed. “And you men get
the credit,” she said—* Sir Henry Rosehaw,
K.C.M.G., late of the Colonial Office, and
that invaluable man, Sir Hardwick Brice,
Bart., LL.D., etc., late Chief Justice of I
don’t know where—little wonder that in
such master-hands, the affairs of the colony
prosper.” :

“But really, my dear lady,” cried the
baronet, “ would you have me write home
to the Colonial Secretary that Mrs. Hamp-
ton is running the shop? To begin with,
Harry would deny it.”

“ And you?” she asked.

“Oh, I'd stick by my chief.”

“Of all the ungrateful—why, I have no
words to express my contempt for you,” she
cried.

“It must be pretty bad,” said the baronet.
Mrs. Hampton smiled pleasantly, and after
glancing about her, returned to the perusal
of the stories.

““ Please leave the domestic affairs of the
polite porcupine alone for a little while,”
begged Sir Hardwick, “and gave me
some light on a very entertaining and com-
plicated matter.” He told her Catherine’s
story, and the amount of attention she gave
to the narrative was all that could be desired.
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“How do you come to be mixed up in
this Mr. Farley’s love affairs,” she asked,
eveing him severely. The baronet laughed
awkwardly, but seated himself upon the
grass at her feet, with his usual grace.

“ Be careful, or you will catch your death
of cold,” said the lady, and she moved fur-
ther along the bench upon which she was
seated. :

“ Death—the comforter,” murmured the
baronet, with an exaggerated sigh, But he
changed his seat.

“I suspected as
Hampton.

“You see,” said Sir Hardwick, “I do not
know Farley. Have seen him once or twice,
though.”

“You take him on trust, then.”

“ His recommendations are good, my dear
lady.”

“ I know his uncle, Colonel Farley. If he
is on the lady’s side it must be all right,” she
said.

“Oh, I can answer for the lady’s side of
it,” said he, with some show of feeling.

“T should never have given her credit for
such daring,” remarked Mrs. Hampton.

“Really,” replied the baronet, “I do not
see anything so unusual about it.”

“Have your eyes tested,” advised the
lady.

“I have looked at the affair with my
heart,” said the baronet, with his left hand
- upon the front of his waistcoat.

“You sentimental ?”’ she cried.

“ Philanthropically so,” he explained.

“This is as good as a play,” she ex-
claimed.

“Tt will cost you more,” said the baronet,
quietly.

“But I intend taking part in it on the
stage,” she said.

“Thank you,” he whispered, “ I knew you

much,” replied Mrs.

would. But I'm afraid it will cost more to

play than to look on.”

Mrs. Hampton recovered her book.

“ Now run away and leave me with the
entertaining porcupine,” she said, “but let
me know what that troublesome man does
with his yacht and I shall do the rest.”

Sir Hardwick took himself off, wonder-

ing what interest a lady with the affairs of
men and women to attend to, could find in
porcupines.

“ Beastly things with quills in ’em, as far
as I know,” he said.

That day was full of business for Sir
Henry Rosehaw. He had no sooner fin-
ished discussing the case of the lobster-fisher
with his secretary, and then with his sister,
than a newspaperman from New York inter-
viewed him on the mineral outlook of the
island. In the afternoon he decided to ride,
but Mrs. Hampton made him come with her
to make an informal call upon the Prender-
gasts. No sooner had they entered the Pren-
dergasts’ house than she thréw him at Cath-
erine (figuratively speaking), and he won-
dered what game she was up to.

“ Surely she doesn’t want me to marry ?”
he thought, blindly, as Catherine, lovely and
sadly smiling, led him to the tea-table.

Soon he was interested in the girl, in spite
of his vague fears. He had never noticed
her especially before. ~Now he saw her
beauty, and the wistful tenderness of her
eyes. He marked the fine quality of her
voice and the charm of her conversation.
Ever and anon he cast furtive glances at
Mrs. Hampton, trying to get his cue or some
hint of her game. That lady, however,
seemed to pay him not the slightest atten-
tion. So he drank enough tea to spoil a
thirst for anything he might get later at the
club, and was vastly interested in Miss Pren-
dergast. At last his sister dragged him
away. As they strolled homeward she re-
marked, casually—“ How sorry I am for
poor Catherine Prendergast.”

“Why ?” he enquired.

“ Because she is unhappy.”

“ Thought she looked it—ahout the eyes,
don’t you know. ~But she seems fit enough
other ways,” said the governor.

“Poor girl,” sighed Mrs. Hampton.

His Excellency turned and looked at her.

“ Really, Nell,” he said, “you don’t often
seem so cut up. What’s the matter with the
girl ? Hasn’t she enough money to throw
about, or is it that she has some internal
trouble ?

“ She has money enough—but T shall not
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tell you anything more, just now,” replied
the lady. He had to be content with that,
and excusing himself on the plea of im-
portant business, left her to return to Gov-
ernment House alone. Lighting a cigarette
and swinging his stick, he shaped his course
for the club. He had not gone far before
he sighted his secretary driving alone in a
high, yellow cart. Sir Hardwick waited,
and his chief got up beside him.

“You look festive,” said the baronet.
“ Where have you been ? ”

“Calling at the Prendergasts,” answered
the governor.

Sir Hardwickisaw the work of the master-
hand, but said nothing.

“Dashed sad thing about Miss Prender-
gast,” continued Rosehaw—“If it’s true.”

“True enough,” replied Brice.

“She looks in fair condition,” said the
other, “ but appearances are rather apt to
fool people, I believe.”

“ Especially when that’s the intention,”
said the secretary.

The governor did not think this remark
worth considering. :

“ She should have it seen to,” he said.

“Seen to ?”” enquired Brice.

“Why, yes—the internal trouble,” said
Rosehaw.

“ Bless my soul !”” exclaimed the baronet,
. “ what are you talking about ? Why, she’s
as—as—well, a dashed sight sounder than
you. You would know if you'd ever two-
stept with her.”

He laughed quietly.

“ Glad you are able to see your own jokes
—I’'m not,” said the governor.

“Forgive me,” Sir Hardwick hastened to
say, “but where did you pick up that rot—
I mean information.”

“From Mrs. Hampton,” replied the other,
shortly. : ‘

CHAPTER XIII.

THE ROMANCISTS.

The barquentine Southern Cross, seven-
teen days up, from Rio, lay off Bridgetown,
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Barbadoes, waiting for the doctor to come
alongside. She had left part of her cargo of
fish in Rio, and part in Perhambuco, and
now carried about fifty tons of sand for
ballast, and a part cargo of coffee and furni-
ture wood. Her captain, romantic soul, had
an idea of starting a trade between the
forests of Brazil and the furniture factories
of St. Johns. The doctor came off in a gig
with a striped awning, and after friendly
greetings, and some reference to a story that
Sparks had told him several years before,
requested them to dump their ballast, before
taking up their berth inside the harbor.

Colonel Farley, leaning over the rail aft,
attired in a pyjamas and a pith helmet, gave
audible vent to his displeasure.

“ What’s the matter now ?” enquired the
doctor, looking up.

“The matter,” replied the colonel, “is
that I want to get ashore immediately, and
find a drink with ice in it.”

Sparks hastened to introduce them.

“ Show your tongue, Colonel Farley, an’
T'll give you a clean bill an’ take you ashore
with me now,” said the medical officer.

The colonel shook his head.

“T’ll not take a drink without the skipper,
sir, even if it has ice in it,” he explaned.

“Trusty comrade,” exclaimed the mariner.

Dr. Deveber told his men to pull away.
“Tll send off enough for both of you,” he
called back,—* but you’ll be shifting the old
tub before sundown.”

Hatches were cleared, buckets rigged, and
the mate and the crew, keen as the colonel to
get ashore, set to work on the ballast with
a will. Sparks and the colonel retired to
the cabin and set about revising the pages
of their last chapter. It was a long chapter
and contained many points upon which the
authors differed.

“I bow to your superior knowledge in all
matters of seamanship, marine disaster, and
women,” said Farley, “but you must admit
that my handling of an infantry captain
should be truer than yours.”

“Tt’s true enough,” admitted Sparks, “but
it strikes me as stiff.”

“But, my dear chap, the fellow himself
was stiffer than the devil,” cried the colonel.
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That was as near as they ever came to a
misunderstanding of any kind. = The next
point under the discussion was a matter of
grammar. Sparks, after raising the ques-
tion, washed his hands of it, by saying that
English grammar was beneath the notice of
anyone who had sailed around the world.
The colonel racked his brains trying to recall
the long neglected elementary scholarship of
Eton and his youth. At last they decided to
rewrite the whole paragraph.

“We’re strong on spelling, anyway,” re-
marked the cheerful sailor. In the mean-
time Mr. Pike and the crew sweated in the
hold and at the winch. Presently a bum-
boat pulled alongside and a bag of ice, sev-
eral bottles, and a packet of letters were
handed up. The cook carried them aft to
the cabin. Most of the mail was for the
captain, his-comrade having failed to leave
an address behind him at any of his clubs.
One letter, however, was for the colonel.

“ From Jack,” he said, and before opening
it cracked the ice and packed it around two
of the bottles, all in the cook’s bread-pan.
Sparks perused his business letters with a
casual air, and hurried to his newspapers, the
first of which he opened at a page headed
“Literary Chat.”

“ Before long they’ll be writin’ this sort of
information about us,” he remarked.
“ How’ll it sound, colonel ? Colonel Mont-
gomery Farley (retired), part - author
of the well-known novel, ‘The High
Seas of Life’ wears pyjamas while
on ship-board, likes his coffee hot and
his eggs boiled three minutes, and
bathes frequently.  William Dickenham
Sparks, master-mariner and collaborator
with Colonel Farley, in the creation of ‘ The
High Seas of Life,’ always writes by dicta-
tion, and dotes on primroses. To a repre-
sentative of ours he said, only yesterday,
‘Yes, as you have already guessed, the best
parts of the novel are mine.””

By this time the colonel had read Jack’s
letter, and without heeding his friend’s
frivolous remarks, exclaimed, “ Bless my
soul, Sparks, that boy has taken me at my
word and will be the ruin of me.”
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“Jack ?” enquired the skipper, imme-
diately interested.

The other nodded.

“Then don’t fret,” said Sparks. “I’d
leave my daughter, let alone my fortune, in
his hands, if I had one.”

“ Which ?” asked Farley.

Without replying the sailor took up a page
of the manuscript, neatly inscribed in the
colonel’s small, round hand, and read aloud
with gusto. The colonel, smiling placidly,
leaned back on the locker and gave ear.
They were thus employed, when a small man
with a red beard, quietly entered the cabin.
The stranger, after a quick and compre-
hensive glance, paused at the door and lis-
tened. = Neither of the romancists noticed
him. Sparks finished his reading with a
victorious lift of the voice.

“Not half bad, by Jove,” said Colonel
Farley.

“ Capital,” exclaimed the stranger.

“Damme! Do you take this for a Thames
collier ?” cried Sparks, flaring up and turn-
ing upon the intruder. e

The colonel stiffened himself on the locker
and stared at the stranger with something of
his old air of well-bred insolence,—a look
that said plainly enough, “ dash your impu-
dence.”

“I must beg your pardon, gentlemen,”
the stranger hastened to say, “but the men
were so busy that I came right in. My
pame’s Jones. Deveber gave me a note of
introduction.”

He passed the captain a folded page torn
from a note-book, upon which was written in
pencil, “ My friend, S. Bailey Jones, of Bos-
ton. A good chap and a publisher. Been
down in these parts for his health nearly a
yeat.’?

_They shook him by the hand and seated
him upon the locker. ;

They uncorked the bottles and set a glass
before him. : ;

“ A publisher,” whispered Sparks to the
colonel, as their heads came together above
the corkscrew. Mr. Jones proved himself
a good chap indeed. He would not budge
from the barquentine until her ballast was all

out, and his new friends were ready to go
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ashore with him. By that time he had
heard, with delight, seven chapters of the
great romance. S. Bailey Jones was one of
those delightful persons who combine
scholarship, business ability, love of good
fellowship and the unusual, and courage
enough to face ill-health, all in one frail
body.

“The world is full of gentlemen, if one
only takes trouble to leave his club and look
about him,” said the colonel to Sparks.

During the next couple of weeks Sparks
was a busy man, superintending the loading
of his barquentine with molasses. But he
spent his evenings and nights ashore with
the colonel and Jones. They had rooms
out of town, at “ The Marine.”” When the
people of Bridgetown heard that a Farley
was in the island they flooded that worthy
personage with invitations of every kind.
It was too warm for literary work, anyway,
so he gave himself up to the social whirl.
Jones, who went everywhere, kept near him,

and once or twice he even managed to drag
Sparks, resplendent in a suit of white duck,
in his frivolous wake. But in the presence
of parasols and tea-cups, the romantic little
mariner displayed a woeful lack of both
courage and wit.

The molasses was all abroad and the
hatches down. = Decks and bulwarks were
scrubbed clear of the sticky, high-scented
leakage. The windlass, foreward, was
mended and a new mizzen-gaff set up.
Sparks fixed his papers and settled the bills,
and not finding the colonel at the club, left a
message to the effect that all their traps were
aboard, and that, D.V., they would sail at
sunrise. Then, with a shilling cigar between
his teeth, he set out toward the resident quar-
ters of the town in search of his friend. He
had dined well, and now, with the stress and
worry of the uncongenial toil behind him,
and new ideas for the story already working
in his brain, he sauntered along in a glorious
frame of mind. He was at peace with the
world and didn’t care who knew it.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

THE NATIONAL MONTHLY OF CANADA.

The National Monthly Magazine

Is the best in Canada that I have seen;
It is Canada first in every thought,
What every Canadian should be taught,

It is just the thing our country needs,

It is sowing good Canadian seed ;

Of Canada, the Publisher is filled to the brim,
And no country on earth but Canada for him.

In less than two years of publication

It has twenty-one thousand of circulation ;
Others have started and died away,

But the National Monthly is here to stay.

The illustrations in it are the best that’s made,
Better than I expected for the price I paid ;
Showing towns and cities all over our land,
And the views selected are simply grand.

I have learned more about Canada since reading its

pages, :
Than I would learn in school if I studied for ages ;
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All Canadians should know their own country best,
And when they know Canada, then study the rest.

All parents should have it for their children to read,
It will plant in them good Canadian seed ;

And when they grow up they will not run away,

But know that in Canada is the place to stay.

Many Canadians who have crossed the line,
Will return to Canada in the course of time ;
After travelling the country and being all round,
They are glad to settle on Canadian ground.

Canadians, be loyal to the extent of one dollar,

And when asked to subscribe, don’t make a big holler ;
Know that in Canada, it should never be

That a Canadian refuse the National Monthly.

The price of subscription is not at all dear,
Ten cents a copy or one dollar a year,
All Canadians should get it without delay,
For it’s the best publication in Canada to-day.
A SUBSCRIBER.



THE IMPRESSIONS OF JANEY CANUCK
AT HOME

By EMILY FERGUSON

CHAPTER XYV.
PRAIRIE JOTTINGS.

HE drive home across the prairie is
T made leisurely. All day, the wind
was like the fiery breath of some
monstrous dragon that panted upon us, but
now the winds were cooler and blew their
own freshness into us.  There were no
clouds, or only faint pencilings and voy-
aging wisps scarcely discernible. The smell
of ripening grasses and the vague health-
giving scents from the field filled my senses
with delight. The horses stood, while here
and there, knee-deep, waist-deep, we gath-
ered huge bunches of mead flowers, those
dainty darlings of Nature !

This pretty crimson flower is called “the
prairie chicken,” sometimes “the shooting
star.” Its pose is full of spirit. What arm-
fulls of yellow wild sunflowers, and butter-
cups, too, with their golden-varnished petals!
The vetches look for all the world like little
yellow butterflies that are sleeping after a
long caper in the sunshine. How blessed old
Linnzeus would have joyed his soul in this
floral elysium, this color-glory !

The buffalo apples are about the size of
green-gages, and grow low on the ground.
They are good for pickles, and the children
eat them raw. The wild cotton, which grows
in the swale grass, with rootstocks deep in
the mud, is too delicate to stand plucking.
It loses its head straightway. Its waving
airy appendage tempts you into the bog. A
solid bit of turf near the edge looks sub-
stantial.  You step out on it only to find
deception and lies. It is a bottomless pit.

The fireweed, castilleias, and bluebells are
more substantial, and we gather such lilies
—great lucent red blooms that burn like
sacred lamps in their shrines of dark green.

Browning saw flowers best, and for him,
the lily

¢ At the end of its tube, blows out its great red bell
Like a thin, clear bubble of blood.”

Humanity was first placed in a garden.
Would they had stayed there. Our man-
ners had been better, for one has it that no
lily was ever guilty of vulgarity. The trees
sigh and sing: they never swear,

All the way, we saw prairie grouse keep-
ing a sharp lookout for tea time. In the
autumn they become wilder, for the first
few shots puts them on edge. How ill-bal-
anced and gawky are the gestures of the
wild ducks as they wobble through the air
in search of food for their yellow-gaped,
skinny weaklings. The mother-bird takes
entire charge of the brood herself, for the
dandified drake deserts her as soon as there
is any possibility of his having nursery
duties thrust upon him. - He is almost
human in his selfishness. The Manitoba
sportsmen do not hunt the duck afoot. They
drive from one tarn to another and shoot
from the buggy. _ ;

A night-hawk fluttered from the prairie
just in time to escape our horse’s hoofs. Its
plumage is mottled and the color of dust.
Every turn of the trail opened up some new
vista or stirred up some animal or bird.
Now, our attention was attracted to
“ Opeechee, the robin” with his clear ring-
ing military call, or to that sweet-voiced
troubadour of the plains, the meadow-lark.
Perhaps it was a flock of wild doves sunning
themselves that we saw, or a swarm of but-
terflies chasing each other into the sky, for
the mere fun of the thing, and now and
then, a hawk swooped out of the upper
regions like a feathered thunderholt,

How full of movement is all the scene !
The prairie fairly teems with life, with flow-
ers, and badgers and with Jack-rabbits that
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are as big as English hares. The gophers
sit and stare at you with prodigious menda-
city. They only need opera-glasses or
lorgnettes to make them members of society.
If you are an innocent Easterner the people
out here will tell you that the government
surveyors used the gophers for pegs. Be
sure and take it all in. It will give them
“the laugh” on you.

In the half-light, a sneaky figure slurred
away in the distance. It was the Ishmael-
ite of the prairie, the coyote. His bark is a
half-keyed shriek that suggests the lamenta-
tion of a lost soul in Sheol.

In the evening we visited a tent on the
prairie, where a little Indian girl of five
years lay dying of a brain affection. We
had been in many a death chamber, but never
- one like this. In every scene it is two or
three impressions that are stamped on the
mind. Here, it was the snuffling of dogs,
the stifling heat of the fire, prostrate forms
of sleeping children, the stertorous breathing
of the dying girl, a vivid red cross on a
box the doctor had left, and in a half-light,
the strong, sweet face of the school nurse.

The father, John Noel, is a Sioux Indian.
When he was but the age of this dying child,
his tribe fought the Crees on the spot where
Brandon now stands. He, alone of all his
people, was left alive. After wandering
sometime on the prairie, the little fellow
was found and cared for by a white man.

When the Indians die, they are buried
with the whites in the cemetery on the plains.
I walked over the little necropolis one day
and read the epitaphic literature. Some of
it was the crude manufacture of the home
muse, but all was pathetic. Some few of the
“stones ” were made of boards painted
white, with sprawling black letters and an
attempt at ornamentation. A plain wooden
cross with no name marked one grave.
Another bore Masonic symbols, and barbed
wire protected a third from possible stray
animals. In this cemetery rests the body
of Mrs. Vidal, late of Sarnia, Ontario, For
years, she was the lady superintendent of
the Indian Schools at Elkhorn, and to this
day her charm of manner, breadth of intel-

lect, and kindliness of heart are remembered
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and spoken of with deep affection by her
friends and co-workers. And she must have
had a remarkable character, for she has left
the stamp of it on the handsome face and
strong, gracious personality of her daughter
and successor, Mrs. A. E. Wilson, the wife
of the principal.

There was one grave, I forget whose, but
it bore the words, *“ Then death rock me to
sleep.” The words bothered me for days.
Do any of us ever come to “then” ? When
is then. When the time that we willingly
resign life. Someway or other we prefer to
endure the headaches, heartaches, and fes-
ters of the mortal body rather than pass
willingly to the inheritance of an incorrup-
tible body, even though it enable us to stand
with undazed eyes before the glare and
glory of the great white throne. But what
odds about our feelings, what odds about
the when of “then,” the inexorable Dust-
man will rock us whether or no. We may
cry and plead wakefulness, we may offer
bribes and fees, or we may be very tired and
drop off soon, but what odds to the grim
nurse, for he is deaf, and blind, and dumb.

CHAPTER X VI
THE BEAUTIFUL PLAINS.

Carberry is a flourishing place. It has
one hundred telephones. It is a four-eleva-
tor town. Perhaps there are several more
since I saw it for progress with a capital P
prevails in this part. Villages are rated in
Manitoba by their elevators, for they are the
outward and visible signs of inward and
material riches. Barns are not plentiful
after you leave Ontario, indeed, they are
rare enough to be noticeable.  There has
been, however, a barnward tendency of late.
Formerly the farmers could not afford to
hold over their grain until the next spring,
but now, being richer and increased in
goods, they are not forced to market their
cereals disadvantageously. This has called
for the erection of granaries.

The country hereabout is as “level-
headed ” as the men who hold it. The clay,
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2 black soot-like alluvium left by some post
glacial deluge thousands of years ago, is
practically inexhaustible in richness.

Leaving the village behind us, we set out
one fine morning to visit a cattle farm some
miles to the north. What a pleasure to lie
back and resign oneself to the keen delight
of swift motion and bounding blood! This
is the climate, beautiful and bright, where
“The lungs with the living gas grow light,

And the limbs feel the sirength of ten; :
While the chest expands with the maddening might
God’s glorious Oxygen.”

The prairie inspires you with a sense of
freedom. Perhaps it is because there are no
restrictive fences or boundaries. And what
a sight to eyes undimmed by famiharity !
Thousands upon thousands of acres of wheat
without a straw out of order, their tips just
breaking into gold.  The hot winds tossed
it about in a cadenced refrain, and played
upon its yielding harpstrings till it actually
laughed and sang. This will be a hearty
harvest-home for Manitoba. Their bins of
wheat will be bins of yellow gold. In im-
agination you may thrust your arms deep
down into the sliding, slippery, sheeny stuff.
It is as hard to clutch, as hard to hold as
the minted metal. It is to these very plains
that the world is turning its eyes for food,
for the song of the Manitoba binder has
been heard round the earth. The wise tell
us that could Imperial Rome have only
grown sufficient wheat in Italy to feed her
legions, she would still be mistress of the
world. But her glory has departed and the
Lords of the World are they that have the
mastership of wheat. It is a big bid Canada
will make for it.

After an hour’s drive through the wheat,
our route lay through an undulating coun-
try, covered with wild cherries, prairie wil-
lows, clumps of hazel nuts, roses, and
scrubby oaks that looked like dwarf apple
trees. Indeed, it seemed as if a bit of every-
thing grew except Canadian thistles, and
there is a fine for the man who lets these
pests propagate on his soil. Twice we drove
over a graded railway that lies unfinished.
It was intended to run from Souris to the
Rocky Mduntai'ns, and was unjder the direc-

NATIONAL MONTHLY

torate of Mr. Alexander Young, of Toronto.
There is no possibility of its being com-
pleted.

Pine Creek is a clear little stream that runs
when the thermometer is at 40 deg. below
zero. The water felt that now. The stock-
men of the ranch we had come to visit use
it as a refrigerator. They have thrown a pole
across it, to which are tied pails of milk that
sink into the cooling waters.

Hundreds of cattle are enclosed in this
range. We drive through the grazing
ground up to our hubs in grass, over shrubs,
chaparral, up and down hills, and all the
time among cattle well-fed and sleek as seals.

Farther west, the animals are sometimes
raised on air, and free air, too, but in Mani-
toba the meadows are lush and sweet. The
drawback is—there is always one—the
cattle must be fed in the winter. This is
why the stockmen lay up a goodly supply of
provender.

With ordinary luck, the animals reared on
the ranches produce yearly income, so that
a direct return may be expected, and the ex-
penses of maintaining the ranch may be
more easily reckoned than those of a farm.
And ranching all through the west is fairly
on the boom. It is no longer a doubtful ex-
periment, but a substantial, evenly-bal-
anced industry. The gains of a well-man-
aged ranch are so big that I venture to
assert few businesses either in the Old
World or in the new can equal it as a profi-
table investment. Easterners have an idea
that the ranch is conducted in a happy-go-
anyhow style, and are surprised to find that

details are as closely observed as in bank-

ing. The management is practical from the
word—*Go,” and ail necessary working
expenses are shaved as fine as silk,

And is not our word pecuniary ” derived
directly from the Latin pecus, thus showing
us that the cow was once the unit of all
values. Our forefathers, centuries ago,
bought our foremothers with so many cows,
according to her use or beauty, just as an
American woman of to-day with a very
slight modification of custom, pays so many
dollars to buy an Englishman, taking his
title with him as a necessary accompani-
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ment. In fact, if you care to take the trou-
ble and go back far enough, you will find
that the Aryans were all cowmen and their
great feuds were over herds of cattle. Those
who know, say that the word for king in the
Sanscrit means chief, or one who was ‘‘boss”
of the ranch. = * The Beef Barons” of Can-
ada may well be proud of their title.

You are not long in Manitoba till you
learn that the great sport of the country is
horse-racing. And why not ? It is the fin-
est sport in the world. For real ecstatic,
nerve-thrilling delight there is nothing com-
parable with it, except the landing of a hard-
fighting audacious trout. And then all well-
informed people know that the horse has a
soul. Our forbears realized the horse was
more than a beast, for the centaur of olden
times was represented as part horse and part
man. I am not confusing the sport with the
too often attendant evil of betting, although
that prevails in Manitoba too. I was

present at the races at Carberry, held under

the auspices of the Turf Club, and saw some
really good speeding. In all, forty horses
were entered, a number being from the
United States. The prize money was aston-
ishingly big, so was the money that changed
hands. The Brandonites, in particular, went
home with light hearts and heavy pockets.
The rest of the men hope to recoup at the
Winnipeg races.

CHAFILTER XVIL

IN THE WHFAT COUNTRY.

It was a twenty-five mile jaunt across
“ The Beautiful Plains” to Neepawa. We
were driven over by Mr. “ Gabe” Murphy,
a typical Westerner, with a likeable face, a
heart “big as all out of doors,” and a wide-
awake head in a wide-awake hat.  These
“ five-meal, meat-fed men” of the plains are
no mere @sthetic feeblings or tailors’ dum-
“ mies given to ennui, Bohemianism, and
posturings. - There are no middlemen or
accursed sweaters to eat their pith and drink
their blood and tears, but each toiler, be he
rich or poor, may have an independent in-
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dividuality and responsibility of his own.
Nowhere in Canada are there more prosper-
ous looking iarms than on these beautiful
plains. The buildings are substantial and
capacious. ‘| his means something tangible
in the way of progress, for building is ex-
pensive, very expensive, and sawn lumber on
the prairie seems to be worth its weight in
silver. 1t means also that the people aim
at solidity and utility rather than archi-
tectural effects. ' No timber is wasted on
hooded windows, low-browed doorways,
contours, and aspects, so that many of the
homes are old-maidish looking buildings,
prim and astare with windows.

As one drives through the leagues of
wheat and listens to its lapping as the waves
of the sea, it begins to dawn on you what a
catastrophe is an early frost or heavy hail-
storm. We read oi these things over our
breakfast coffee, but it never enters our
ignorant, unimaginable heads what a thing
has happened. We do not understand how
the new settler, who without stint has in-
vested his dollars and sweat, will be pushed
on the raw edge of want. He has laid out
his lines on generous scale and has planned
for big things. He deserves to succeed, but
alas!  “There is no fiercer hell than the
failure of a great attempt.” It is a heart-
break, too, for the passing rich, for says a
Frenchman, the only grief time does not
soften is the loss of property.

Tree-cultivation and settlement are, how-
ever, the keys which are checking the August
frosts by unlocking the slow-turning cli-
mate. In the case of every ill there is some
provision that springs up to meet it. In
Manitoba, it is the credit system. The
banks and loan societies make generous ad-
vances to the farmers. The crops are gen-
erally hypothecated before they are sown.
The merchants, as well, sell their goods on
credit, taking care of course that the cost
of the articles make up for anv little delay
or trouble there may be 1 collection.

Our stealthy footed ponies bowled along
the trail in smart style, but once they left the
road with a bounce that would have boded
ill for the occupants of the vehicle, had I held
the lines. And no wonder, for if a party of
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half-petticoated Doukhobor navvies would
not make a horse laugh, they would of a
certainty make it shy. We had driven these
self-same ponies once before in Mitchell,
nearly two thousand miles from this trail,
and they are as frisky, risky, and coquettish
now as then.

Neepawa is a thriving town. It has the
same gaunt elevators, the same machine
shops, and the same rose-colored promise as
other Western villages. And it has more,
too. Every collection of houses in Manitoba
and the Territories deems itself the gem of
the country, in that it has something no other
place possesses. At Neepawa, the distin-
guishing feature is local option. I don’t just
know how it works, but as I never saw any
drunkards in the West, it seems to me that
the people are anxious to take time by the
forelock. Neepawa is also to be a railway
divisional centre, and in consequence is
highly elated. :

The following day, Mr. Bert Harrison
kindly drove me through the village, and told
me many things of interest regarding ‘tl.le
people and country. Here and there, famil-
jar names over places of business claimed
my attention. “ Dinwoodie ”—* Were they
from Clover Hill, Ontario?” “The very
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same,” replied my escort. “ Mr. H. Irwin;
is he from Simcoe County? ” “ Yes,” again;
“and he has made money out here.” And
this is how Manitboa is draining Ontario
of her young men. We will not fret though,
for the boys are doing well, and there are
good fish in our sea yet.

On the way back, our host, bought a
whole herd of cattle for his big ranch at
Medicine Hat in less time than I have fre-
quently taken to order a roast. On the way
out he had purchased a farm. This is how
affairs are despatched up here.

Then a storm struck us. Streaks of wind
fairly screamed across the plains, and the
rain spat on us like a fury. There was never
such rain, nor thunder in such full diapason.
I know now that Carlyle meant a drive
across an unlighted prairie when he coined
the phrase, “ circumambient nothingness and
night.” But the good little ponies kept the
trail, and I was too sleepy to be frightened,
and, after all, I suppose there was no reason
why I should have been frightened.

K sk % %k 3k 3k

A few more days in Winnipeg, and then
we faced heartward, for “The first, best
country ever is at home.”

(THE END)

FOOLISH GROWN-UPS.

My ma and pa is awful wise,
They know 'most everything,
But they, in spite of all their size,

Can’t tell what birdies sing.

My daddy he got awful mad
The other day at me,

Just ’cause I ast him what they said,
A-twittering in our tree.

My ma, she'said to run an’ play
When I ast her the same

About a lovely old blue jay,
That somehow had got lame.

Why can’t they say that they don’t know,
Like any little kid ?

Their ignorance they always shew,
As plain as if they did.

Jas. P. HAVERSON




== 5 HOMIE =

DEPARTMENT

e~ &y

By JANEY CANUCK

WINKS FOR WIVES

S he contrary ? Then treat him like

Paddy’s pig. They got him to Dub-

lin only by making him think he was going
to Cork.

¥ ey

Don’t run off with the fallacious belief

that you can cut John over to suit your taste.

Your influence upon him will depend upon

the relative strength of your individualities,

and upon the extent his nature is open to

impressions—no more. ~ After all, it is a

matter of human chemistry. .
- e

Kill him with a poker, if you will, but
don’t, I beseech you, don't nag. Nagging
wili wear the strongest nerves to fiddle-
strings.

W

“I thought your wife's name was Eliza-
beth ?” “So it is.” “ Then why do you
call her Peggy ?”  “ Short for Pegasa.”
“ What has that to do with it ?” “Why,
Pegasa is feminine for Pegasus.” “ Well,
Pegasus was an immortal steed.” “ What of
that ?” “Sh ! not soloud. She’s in the
next room. You see an immortal steed is
an everlasting nag, and there you are.”

FEA T

Ah, madam ! It is an awful thing to re-
turn - nightly to a home that sends its
shadows out to meet you.

L S

You are not married on the day on which
you were wedded. You only begin to be
married then. Matrimony is a process that
evolves while life lasts. It is the constant
intermingling of two souls.

It is only scatter-brained fools who aspire
to be “talked-about women’—who stretch
out their arms to the clear flames.

ek

Before marriage, you should be judged
by your love-affairs, after marriage, by your
dinners.

“ An entanglement” means that you are
putting a rope around your neck and are
exposing yourself to the unanticipated con-
sequence of being shot by a stare.

One would think women ought to be for-
given more readily than men, because women
belong to ““the weaker sex,” but such is not
the case.

It is the woman who can turn her lovers
into friends and retain their homage as long
as life shall last who is the true queen among
women. Don't make any mistake, the gar-
ment of modesty is as magic a defence to-day
as when Una wore it.

Remember :

That with all his faults you love him still.

That every time you complain someone
thinks less of you.

That it is no sign his love has cooled if
he brings you pork chops instead of carna-
tions.

That he is not in love with every woman
he looks at.

That all the angels are not of your sex.

R T

Remember, too, that your relation to your
husband is closer than to your mother, and
that marriage is the foundation of a new
family ; not the union of two old ones.
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Don’t feel badly if John does not appre-
ciate your cleverness. Intellect is a reproach
that woman has to live down. You know
you were made that way and are not respon-
sible.
* * k.

And if a man does value his wife’s beauty
or ability, it is not because she is the hand-
somest or cleverest woman in the city, but
because he possesses her and the other men

envy him.
.

It does not necessarily argue that you are
fond of fiction because you listen to his ex-
cuses as if you believed them—it only means
that you are a wise woman with a bent of
mind uncomunon in females.

o B

Love is dying when it becomes critical.
o T

A man thinks he adores brunettes, and so
he marries one, but soon after discovers that
it is a blonde who is his ideal.

(P.S.—I am coming back to scratch this

out.) < |
* ¥

A cool and nimble wit is generally the
best defence against aggression and achieves
its end more neatly than would angry pro-
tests. In other words, listen instead of argu-
ing.  Rhetoric has its limits and John will
find it a little difficult to keep up a discussion
where he has to supply both arguments and
repiies. ~ He will find himself no further
ahead in the end. Then, you can quietly go

and do it.
* % 2

Don’t own up even to yourself that you
are disillusioned. Some lies there are that
come true in the telline.

kX

Without doubt, there is nothing in life.so
well calculated to humble the proud as matri-
mony.  Man, as a general thing, has to
“find his level ” in marriage just as he did
at school. This was the case of a man up
at Winnipeg, who was objecting to doing
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certain work about the house, and he quoted
Scripture to his wife, showing that the
household duties should properly be assigned
to the woman.  The good wife replied by
reading her astonished leige lord 2 Kings
xxi:13: “I will wipe out Jerusalem as a
man wipeth a dish, wiping it and turning it
upside down.”” That husband has wiped the
dishes ever since.
LR S 7

“ How can I tell if he loves me ?

If he drops his book when I enter the
room,

If he turns back to walk with me on the
street.

If he puts his hand on me whenever I am
near.

If he calls me as soon as he comes in, not
that he wants me, but because he likes to
hear my voice.

If he carries my photograph with him.

THE PARTING OF THE WAYS

\ E have torn the last slip off the cal-
endar.” The old year is passing to
the place of vanished years.

“Time goes, you say ? Ah, no ! Alas,
Time stays, we go !”

Do any of us know whither we go ? We
see our blood-strewn track across the desert
of the dying year, but at the parting of the
ways, we seem to stand beating time with no
result. ;

Along what path shall we travel in the
New Year ? Was it pondering on this that
drew from Robert Louis Stevenson these
white-thoughted lines, or did he look beyond

- the years ?

“The untented cosmos my abode,
I pass a wilful stranger,
My mistress still the open road,
And the bright eyes of danger !

Come ill or well, the cross, the crown,
The rainbow or the thunder, -

Pll fling my soul and body down
For God to plough them under.”

Shall our way be along golden sands or
by broken cinders ?

Ah, to you at the parting of the ways, I'll
tell it all ! The sand, as it ever was. will be
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soft and pleasant to your feet—so soft and
pleasant—with here and there a hidden
cinder to cut and bruise. And sometimes
the path will be all black ruck, but further
on there will be more golden sand.

What will the future hold ? An open
door, a shut door, an invitation, a hostile
front, treachery and sincerity, love and hate.

But the question is not so much what the
future holds as how we shall approach it.

Our chief concern is not whether we shall
be well or ill, happy or unhappy, but to be
ever ready—to be ever under arms.

The unexpected is always just in front of
us. By the manner in which we meet it, we
wil' grow either stronger or weaker, greater
or smaller. v

It may be a bitter disappointment, but let
us think the matter carefully over and see
if we cannot turn the disappointment to an
- appointment. We will soon know that it is
possible to work all things together for good.

We have not much respect for the pre-
wvalent cry about lost opportunities. All
moments are propitious. A thousand
chances lie between you and to-morrow.
“ Nothing is too late,”” says Tennyson, “till

the tired heart shall cease to palpitate.”

- It is only weak people and people who
are out of the running who have a past and
talk of lost opportunities. To the live men,
the best chance is not in the old year. It is
just around the corner, in the new, and he’s
pushing in that direction for all he’s worth.
He hasn’t time to be pessimistic, nor has
he time to bother the Almighty with things
he can do himself. He knows the Almighty
is very busy too.

The man who will get the best out of the
new year, knows the ancient commandments
were all “Don’ts,” but the modern ones are

all “ Do’s,” and that salvation lies along the

new decalogue.
To one and all, a propitious new year !

NOSOLOGY

N insignificant nose indicates an.in-
significant person.

We have no fear whatever of hurting the

feelings of our readers, as not one of them

for a moment believes this remark to have
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any personal application.  Statements of
this kind never pull our noses or put us out
of conceit with our physiognomy. They
always apply to the girl who jilted us last
week, to our mother-in-law, or to the col-
lector who held us up for $25.00 ““towards
the building fund.”

Yet, he who runs may read the unwritten
code of nosology. We do not pretend that
it is an exact science, like geology, for in-
stance, but, nevertheless, there never was an
inquisitive meddlesome man whose nose was
not sharpened to a point exactly like an
acute-angled triangle.

Of course, we must not forget that the
head upon which the nose is placed has to
be considered. The fact that an idiot has
a Roman beak does not stamp him as a men-
tal or moral power. It only means that the
nose is hereditary. But put this Roman nose
on a big, craggy, well-poised head and you
have a man capable of all kinds of control,
even of self-control. =~ He is what the ill-
natured call “ pig-headed.”

Napoleon Bonaparte would never appoint
a man to an important position who had not
a big nose. Most distinguished persons
have noses of the beak pattern. This is also
true of the military—-only more so.

Moses, although he lived time out of
mind, knew a trifle more than the moral
law. We read that he insisted on the priests
being handsome men. Among those unfit
for the sacred office, he enumerated, *“ He
that hath a blemish, a blind man, or a lame,
or he that hath a flat nose”” From this it
will be seen that from these early times
until this very day, the flat nose has stood
for meanness of intellect.

And just here, without for a moment
assuming the role of higher critic, we
would express it as our opinion that this
regulation of Moses’ was wholly unnecessary
in that the world has yet to discover a flat-
nosed Jew. He would be as hard to find as
the North Pole, the ‘ primordial atomic-
globule,” or the unkissed man.

The Jew’s proboscis is of the hook variety
and is usually described as “the business
nose.” To use a favorite colloquialism, its
owner is always “on the make.” Cent per
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cent is written on every line of his expressive
countenance. He is the man who gets be-
tween the fool and his money. He is what
Cecil Rhodes called “a safe-key in breeches.”
On certain “rainy days” in the quarter, we
have sighed for this business nose ourselves,
instead of one, the formation of which, tend-
eth to poverty.

When one comes to dogmatize upon the
pug nose, there are pitfalls in the path of
the unwary. When has a woman a pug nose,
and when a nez retrousse { The thought-
less and superficial will at once jump to the
conclusion that these are one and the same
thing, but this is by no means the case.
Herein lies the difference. If the woman is
a soft-eyed bundle of femininity, a trim little
miss, ‘with the blue-sky in her eyes, and a
red ripple of merriment for a mouth, she has
the nez retrousse. It is her nose Tennyson
describes as ‘tip-tilted like the petal of a
flower.”

If, on the other hand, she has a squat, un-
courtly figure, if her eyes don’t shine like
diamonds, and her complexion looks like
that of a wax doll that has been set too near
the fire, then her nose is a pug—a downright,
unmitigated pug.

The pug-nosed woman has one consola-
tion. She always gets married. She is run-
ning over with what certain superior men
describe as “womanly instinct.”  She is
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invariably of the “ clinging vine ” type, and
all smart women know that the quickest
way to win and hold a man’s interest is to
depend upon him.

And she will make a good wife, too, not
only because she is likely to be an expert on
soups and baby bootees, but because she will
merge her personality into what the poet
tells us to be the essential of happiness in
matrimony—* that unity of mind diversely
strung, resolving to one harmony.” .

Although a red nose spells “ Black List”
to most people, it does not always mean that
the unfortunate possessor is disposed ” to
the same tastes as Sairey Gamp. It is
oftener a sign of bad circulation, which is
not unfrequently caused by tight lacing or
tight shoes. The remedy is obvious.

Everyone is aware that the Grecian nose
bespeaks high intellectuality and a refined
character.

Two lateral prominences on the nose in-
dicate literary skill.

Large, wide-spread nostrils are observed
on people of courage.

Narrow, thin nostrils stand for poor lungs
and low vitality.

When a man has a thin bridge to his nose.
it means that he is shrewd and wide-awake.
He is the man that knows two and two often
make five.

.

WHY LONG FOR WEALTH?

(VILLANELLE.)

Why long for wealth, my dear?
For wealth or fame, my own,
[ would not waste a tear.

My sweet, give me your ear,
No golden god enthrone—
Why long for wealth, my dear?

The future do not fear
For until Love has flown
I would not waste a tear.

Love only stays to cheer,
All else may be o’erthrown—
Why long for wealth, my dear?

Our trials but endear,
If seeds of love be sown
I would not waste 2 tear.

Our lives cannot be drear
If we have Love alone ‘;

Why long for wealth, my dear ?
I would not waste a tear.

BiLrLy WiLLiams




DAVID AND BATHSHUA. By Chatles Whitworth

Wyane.

] F all the world loves a lover, it naturally
follows that all the world loves a love
song.

This is why Charles Whitworth Wynne
has reset in modern style the story of the
~ shepherd king of Israel, placing it before our

- admiring view in a drama of five acts.

The story is instinct with passion at once
- subtle and intense, with darksome ardency,
hot blood and black, and kisses that bite.
Here and there, “ The curtain falls,” and as
Max Nordau would say, “ Very properly
too.”

Except, perhaps, Belshazzar’s feast, no
story in Scripture lends itself more effect-
ively to the drama than that of David and
the beautiful wife of Uriah the Hittite. We
have no doubt that this drama will shortly
be staged.

The author has the art of welding beauti-
ful words into a kind of musical mosaic that
delight ear and eye.

Kegan Paul, Trench, Trubner & Co.,
London.

THE THOUGHTLESS THOUGHTS OF CARIS-
ABEL. By Isa Catrington Cabell.
HE title is not a good one. = These
“Thoughts” are by mno means
“Thoughtless.” On the contrary, they are
the very essence of wisdom—observant,
philosophic, caustic.
~ The author has perfectly acquired the
French art of causer, and darts from one
subject to another as daintily and easily as
@ humming-bird flits from flower to flower.
She also has the rare feminine art of being
humorous without strain.
She asks and answers in her essays a num-
Ber of most interesting questions such as,
Should Men Marry ?”” and “ Do Men Pro-
pose ?”” -
. In truth, The Thoughtless Thoughts are
a profusion of cleverness.
Henry Holt & Co., New York.

THE LITTLE TEA BOOK. A Supetior Blend of
Tea Talks, Tales and Tattle Made up by Arthur
Gray.

HE sub-title of this delightful book so
aptly describes it there is nothing left
for the reviewer to say.

From the first page to the last it is
“chockful ” of wit and wisdom on tea, that
** soft, sober, sage, and venerable liquid,”
and on tea-bibbing.

The perusal of this little volume has more
than ever increased our affection for the
fragrant herb that daily smooths out more
wrinkles, literally and metaphorically, than
all the combined balms on the market. Those
savage tribes who believed that the soul
dwells in the pit of the stomach are not the
worst physiologists.

The book is artistically boxed in a case of
Chinese tea-matting, and is just the thing
for Milady to find on her tea-table on Christ-
mas Day.

The Baker & Taylor Co., New York.

BUBBLES WE BUY. By Alice Jones.

HE book takes its title from a line of
Lowell’s—‘ Bubbles we buy worth
a whole soul’s tasking.”

It is a work that grips you from the first
page and holds you under its spell to the
last.

Epitomized briefly, the story hinges upon
the second will of an old man, and the people
who were brought together by it.

There are in literature two motifs—story
and people. In “Bubbles We Buy,”we have
both. ~ Not only is the the plot good, the
action quick, and the setting picturesque, but
the characters are well conceived, well mate-
rialized, and above all, convincing.

The author, Miss Alice Jones, is the
daughter of the Honorable Alfred Gilpin
Jones, Lieutenant-Governor of Nova Scotia.
We shall eagerly anticipate the next work
of this gifted woman.

Herbert B. Turner & Co., Boston.
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FOLLOWING THE DEER. By William J. Long.

HE author of this book has followed
hundreds of deer and knows their
nature “ from cellar to garret.”

As we follow this genial enchanter
afield and awood, we become actual bar-
barians feverish with the lust of chase.
God- -a—mercy! how our senses jig and
jingle as he sights on a long shot. .

Yet, he does not often turn his rifle on the
quarry, for he teaches that an animal’s life
is more interesting than its death, a'n_d that
the mere joy of killing is the least joy of
the chase.

Long stigmatizes the buck as a lazy, sel-
fish brute, whose chief concern is to keep
his head on his own shoulders. It is not
uncommon for the buck to drive the does out
of covert to be hunted, while he, himself, lies
down and lets the chase go by.

The charm of these bright, alluring
stories is enhanced by Copeland’s marvel-
lously sympathetic illustrations.

The cover is the prettiest thing the season
has produced.

Ginn & Co., Boston.

THE UNWELCOME MRS. HATCH, By Mrss.
Burton Harrison.
T is strange that the heroines in novels
and on the stage are not the heroines
whom we like in real live. We do not, in
our everyday intercourse, affect to care for
lovely pantheresses and glorified adul-
teresses.

This is particularly true in the case of the
unwelcome Mrs. Hatch. We are deeply
distressed, even to the depth of tears, by her
unutterable wretchedness, by her ecstacy of
woe. We declare with one of old that “ All
men are liars,” and libertines and thugs, etc.,
etc., etc. Nevertheless, we are glad Mrs.
Hatch is only a make-believe woman, and
not one of our relations. It would not be
pleasant for the family—or Mrs. Hatch.

To be explicit, the book is a pitiless and
searching exposure of the divorce situation
—a situation by no means uncommon, we
understand, in the United States of America.

Mrs. Harrison, it is needless to say, has
done her work well. The story thrills with

human interest and contains some im-
mensely dramatic scenes, It ought of a cer-
tainty to be staged.

D. Appleton & Co., New York.

BONDMAN FREE, By John Oxenham.

THE history of a temptation and a fall

has often been told in fiction, and will
often be told again while human nature is
the same.

John Bellenger, the cashier in 2 private
bank, applied to the manager, Mr. Silas
Bartram, for an advance of £75 on salary, in
order that he might take his dying wife to
the sea. Bartram refused “as a matter of
principle,”” whereupon Bellenger abstracted
the amount from the funds under his charge,
leaving an 1.O.U. in its place. To secure
immunity, he took with him £ 5,000 in bonds,
under the threat that if he were interfered
with, he' would immediately destroy the
bonds. - After his wife’s death, Bellenger
returned the bonds and gave himself up to
justice.  The judge sentenced him to one
year’s imprisonment with the comment that
“nine-tenths of the embezzlers who come
before me are only borrowers, who have not
had time to repay before they are found out.”

The story of how Bellenger eventually
retrieved his fortune and attained name and
fame, is an enthralling one.

As a writer, John Oxenham, is individual-
istic, vivid, intense. All his books have been
noted for felicity of style and wholesome use
of tone.

Of a surety, Bondman Free deserves its
great success.

Hurst & Blackett, 1 3 Great M arlborough
Street, London.

AMONG MEN WHO HAVE WRITTEN FAM-
OUS BOOKS. By Edwatd F, Harkins,
THIS is a book that should be read not
only by those who desire to be in-
formed regarding the writers of the day, but
by all who enjoy well-written biographies.
The author has a talent touched with
genius for taking in the history of a man
and of making it stand up before us with
all the interest of a personal acquaintance.
When he gets through with his writers, we
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feel we have known them for a long time.
This is because the author tells us about
their mannerisms, eccentricities, struggles,
attainments, home-life and other bits of very
human gossip. We follow their fortunes
with breathless interest, and mentally declare
that we shall read everything each one has
written.

Most of us are curious about authors.
Personally, we have wondered how Jack
London matured so young; how Lorimer
came to know all about pork-packing ; where
George Ade spiced his diction with up-to-
date slang, and how Elliott Flower, the
writer of comicalities, came to publish a
wonderful novel with a purpose. We know
it all now.

The typography is excellent, and the get-
up of the book, generally, very tasteful.

L.C. Page & Co., Boston.

HE FOR GOD ONLY. By ‘“Icta.”

HE book takes its title from Milton’s
line, “ He for God only, she for God
in him.” The title is most apt.

We have always hoped some novelist
would take up the cudgels on behalf of the
clergyman’s wife. ~Her husband has a
“call” to the ministry, and because she, poor
woman, marries him, it does not necessarily
mean (no matter what the parishoners may
think) that she has a call too. :

This book tells the story of a young un-
sophisticated girl who marries an enthusi-
astic clergyman. The girl soon realizes a
sense of clipped wings and cage bars, but
bravely fights the battle out in the depths of
her own nature, and in contrast with her de-
vout husband, shows what her appreciative
father-in-law expresses as “‘ the weakness of
a damned saint and the strength of a poor
little sinner.” :

Of course, a man comes on the scene and
adds to the complications, and, incidentally,
to the interest of the story.

If the book has a lesson, or rather a warn-
ing, it is to be found summed up in the re-
mark of one of the chapters: “ There is a
trace of pig in the best of us.”

Readers who enjoy quips, repartees, and

causticities will find these pages full of them.
The story is nothing if not clever and racy.

Hurst & Blackett, London.

A BOOK OF GIRLS. By Lillian Bell.

HAT these four stories are readable
goes without saying since Lillian Bell
1s their author.

The stories deal with love, the cloyless
topic, and show us from different stand-
points “ the way of a man with a maid.”

We like the first story best. Perhaps, this
is because the author understands and por-
trays American types better than foreign
ones, knows all about their queer idioms,
whimsicalities, faults, and foibles.

Lillian Bell writes as easily and as natur-
ally as a bird flits from limb to limb. Her
work is never tiresome, not even in spots.

L. C. Page & Co., Boston.

THE BIBLE IN SHAKESPEARE,
Burgess.

By William

N a recent issue of the New York Sun,
Goldwin Smith said that Shakespeare
was probably a free-thinker. This book by
William Burgess entirely refutes Smith’s
supposition. So saturated are Shakespeare’s
works with Bible thought, language, and
idiom, that without the Bible Shakespeare
could not be.

The author has very correctly said, “If
it were possible to suppress every copy of
the sacred volume and obliterate its very
existence as a book, the Bible in its essence

and spirit, its great doctrines of infinite -

justice, mercy, love, and redemption, as well
as a vast store of its most precious sayings
would yet live in Shakespeare.”

It is impossible in our space to deal with
this remarkable book as it deserves, but let
it suffice to say that nothing has yet been

" written from this standpoint that in anyway

compares with it.  The fruit of unwearied
industry and patient research, the work
throughout is luminous and penetrating.
The studies are arranged in a manner that
makes them eminently readable.

The whole manuscript of the book, to-
gether with the corrected sheets, were de-

4
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stroyed by fire, but the author, with un-
daunted courage, set bravely to work, and
from notes and partial copy has rewritten
them. The second volume will indubitably
meet with a warm reception, too, but it is a
warmth that will not go off in smoke.

This is the first work we have read bear-
ing the imprimatur of the Winona Publis.h-
ing Co. ~ The new firm are to be heartily
congratulated on the style in which they
have turned out this volume. It is an excel-
lent example of good book-making.

The Winona Publishing Co., Chicago.

CHILDHOOD CLASSIES. Edited By Uncle Charlie.

OU' have never fully entered into the
Christmas spirit until you have
dipped into the children’s books, because
Christmas is essentially the fete day of the
kiddies.

We don’t know a book better calculated
to wipe away the cowwebs of age than thése
Childhood Classics. .

Of course, the story of Little Thumb and
the Master Cats are old—very old—but the
pictures illustrating their “true inward-
ness ” must, perforce, be new.

Besides, who is so crabbed and mentally
twisted that he does not enjoy once a year,
at least, the rollicking rhymes of “ Old King
Cole,” “Daffy-Down-Dilly has Come to
up to Town,” and “ Eenie, Meenie, Minie,
Mo.” Who ?

The same firm is publishing Jungle Larks,
in whose pages the animals seem to be quite
as wise, and alack-a-day, quite as foolish as
the rest of us. It is the gayest, jolliest child-
book of the season. ,

Laird & Lee, Chicago.

TOBACCO LEAVES. By John Bain, Jt.

EVERY man should have a copy of this

anthology of tobacco in his “ den.”
Between its tobacco-colored boards almost
everything relating to the cult of the pipe is
to be found. The prose, poetry, history, and
philosophy of smoking are delightfully and
humorously dealt with, as well as such topics
as the etiquette of tobacco, famous smokers,
the briarwood and meerschaum, and tobacco

- amblyopia or smoker’s heart.

The leaves are of hand-made paper and
are artistically illustrated. The volume is a
pleasure for a day and a joy forever.

H. M. Caldwell Co., Boston.

HEPHAESTUS., By Arthgr Stringer.

I ALWAYS declared when we went to
school together that there was a liter-

ary future for Arthur Stringer,” said’ a

Ridgetown barrister, the other day, as we
discussed this book of poems,

Would that all fair prophecies were so
amply fulfilled! Canada has reason to be
proud of Arthur Stringer, her younger son.
He has dreamed beautiful dreams, and were
it not for the envy of his brethren we should
give him a coat of many colors.

Stringer is, above all else, a poet of pas-
sion. - His blood is warm and red. And why
not ? Sensation is sense of existence.

This book consists of three poems. The
third relates to Sappho, who was celebrated
for her beauty, poetical talents, and amorous
disposition. She lived in Lesbos 600 B.C.
Because of her passion for Phaon, a youth
of Mitylene, she threw herself into the sea
from Mount Leucas. It is this scene that the
poet shows in burning, palpitant verse,

In the following lines Sappho cries out the
price of fevered days—the cost of “men’s
cruel love that kills and buries not ” -

‘“Life to the lees I drained, and I have grown too
Lightly wayward with its wine of love,

Too sadly troubled with its wind of change,

And some keen madness burns through all my blood.
The whimpering velvet whelps of passion once

I warmed in my white breast, and now full-grown
And gaunt, they stalk me naked through the world ;
Too fondly now I bend unto the fierce

Nescessity of bliss, yet in each glow

Of golden angour yearn forever toward

Some quiet gloom where plead the nightingales

Of lustral hope. [ am a garden old ‘
Where drift dead blossoms now and broken dreams
And only ghosts of old pale sorrows walk.

Love ! Love | "Tis we who lose it know it best.”

One of the best things in the prose way
from the pen of Arthur Stringer is to be
found in THE NATIONAL MONTHLY of Feb-
ruary last. It is entitled, The Spirit of the
North.

William Briggs, Toronto.
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MY KALENDAR OF COUNTRY DELIGHTS.

éws By Helen Milman. - e Uil s

‘ ‘ 7 E have all kinds of Kalendars—Bible
Kalendars, Kipling Kalendars, Flower

Kalendars, and why not a Nature Kalendar?

This latest is a very full and complete
Kalendar. For every day of the year we
have some sweet garden lore. Sometimes,
the thoughts are culled from “olden day”
writers, and sometimes, they are the inspira-
tion of the author herself, but all in all, it is
a delightful compilation. :

Blank spaces are left here and there where
one may add notes of their own, or write
down some verse or sentence one loves.

The book has twelve pictures illustrative
of the twelve months.

John Lane, London and New Y ork.

RIPS and RAPS. By L. de V. Mathewman, Pictures

By T. Fleming
THIS is a book of piquant reflection and

heartsome nonsense, whose sweets
are to be sipped leisurely.

It consists of a number of cleverly illus-
trated proverbs and epigrams all well-cal-
culated to affect our risibilities.

We meet our friends’ portraits very fre-
quently on these pages, but never our own.
This is because the satirized do not see them-
selves in the exaggerated type. They go
their way and thank God they are not as
these others.

Rips and Raps is an out-and-out holiday
- book and will doubtless have a large sale.
Frederick A. Stokes, New York.

THE HASHEESH EATER. By Fltz Hugh Ludlow.

ASHEESH is the opaque and green-
ish resin of the hemp plant (Can-
nabis Indica), which possesses powerful
‘narcotic and stimulant properties. In Tur-
key, Persia, and India, it is used as an
habitual indulgence, and Ludlow, the author
of this remarkable book, believed The
Arabian Nights were written under its in-
fluence. He calls the hemp “ the witch plant
of hell,” “the weed of madness,” “ the drug
of travel.”
The Hasheesh Eater was originally pub-
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lished by Harpers in 1857, and is the per-
sonal experience of the author, who was
then only 21 years of age.

What De Quincey has done for opium,
Ludlow has done for hasheesh. He has
experienced its fascinations, revelled in its
ecstacies, shrivelled in its horrors, and has
told it all.

As we follow him in his weird fantasies,
for the time, we are upborne into a realm
where the limits of time and space are gone
—where “ there was no more near nor far”
—and where in that strange fusion of earth,
heaven, and hell, awful or deific presences
haunt or bless us.

These unique confessions are entirely out-
side the trodden highways of the mind, and
will receive a warm welcome from the best
class of readers.

S. G. Rains & Co., New York.

i
SONGS BY THE WAYSIDE. By Wilfiam Je
pz) Fischer)

ILLIAM ]J. FISCHER is a medical

doctor. Had he lived, say 1500

years ago, he would have been a Jerome,
Hilarion, or Antony.  This young physi-
cian has the rapt nature of a devotee. In
an age of materialism, he has conquered the
flesh and has left his soul free to think and
act.

Yet, our author’s devotion differs from
that of the ascetic in that he follows more
closely the ideals of the divine Galilean, who
made much of love and marriage, and little
children, sunshine and flowers, the wings of
butterflies and the songs of birds. His
muse is always wholesome.

Running throughout the poems is an in-
tense responsiveness to the great throbbing
pulse of the working world. This is to be
particularly noted in the poems entitled,
Faces in the Street and At Siwv O’clock.

Dr. Fischer lives in London, Ontario.
One day, when his rhythm has grown
steadier through maturity, we shall alt be
glad to remember that he is a Canadian. Tt
is then we will search for copies of his first
volume unless we are provident now.

Richard G. Badger, Boston.
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SWORN STATEMENT

DOMINION OF CANADA,
PROVINCE OF ONTARIO,
COUNTY OF YORK.

I, William Briggs, Book Steward of the Methodist Book and Publishing House, of
the City of Toronto, and County of York, do solemnly declare that I am doing business
in the City of Toronto; that said House prints the magazine known as THE NATIONAL
MoONTHLY of Canada for Joseph Phillips; and that I personally know that the number of
copies of the November, 1903, issue of that magazine printed was 22,000.

And I make this solemn declaration conscientiously believing it to be true, and
knowing that it is of the same force and effect as if made under oath and by virtue of “ The
Canada Evidence Act, 1893.”

in the County of York, this 18th day of

Declared before me in the City of Toronto,}
November, 1903.

ALF. W. BRIGGS, WILLIAM BRIGGS,

A Commissioner, &<c. Book Steward.

METHODIST BOOK AND PUB. HOUSE
TorRONTO, ONT.

I, George D. Case, of the City of Toronto, and County of York, do solemnly declare
that I am Manager of the Mailing Department of THE NATIONAL MONTHLY of
Canada ; and that circulation of said magazine for the month of November, ‘1903, was 21,644
copies.

And I make this solemn declaration conscientiously believing it to be true, and knowing
that it is of the same force and effect as if made under oath and by virtue of “ The Canada

Evidence Act, 1893.”
G. D. CASE.

in the County of York, this 18th day

Declared before me in the City of Toronto,}
of November, 1903.

A. T. HUNTER,

A Commissioner, &c.
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| |SZT PIAN()

There is room in
Canada for a really good Piano

to sell at a popular price—more so

as the country grows in wealth and population.

A company was recently organized for the manufacture

of Liszt Pianos, backed by ample capital and the best

possible facilities. There has been encouragement enough

already to ensure success. The factory is working now to

its full capacity. -Don’t order a piano without seeing first

what we have to offer. We believe in co-operation and

can make it worth your while to buy a “ Liszt.”

Liszt Piano Gompany

190 WRIGHT AVE., TORONTO

5 When writing, advertisers please mention THE NATIONAL MONTHLY
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CONTENTS, VOLUME 1I1.
(First Three Numbers)

JANUARY, 1903

Current Comments

The Utilization of Natural Resources

The Levelling of Hodgson’s Summer Island

The Man Who Did Not Swear

A Message from Benedictus Levita

The Impressions of Janey Canuck Abroad

Literature: Of Interest to Ladies: Home Depart-
ment

FEBRUARY, 1903

Comments on Current Events

Current Events

A Paolo of the Pine Lands

The Fencing-Master

In Time of Need

The Impressions of Janey Canuck Abroad
Of Interest to Ladies :
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MARCH 1903

Current Comments

The Spirit of the North

His Sweetheart

“Pickles” and the HElection

Rainy Weather

Borrowed Plumes

The Impressions of Janey Canuck Abroad
Of Interest to Ladies

Household Hconomy

Home Department : Literature: Financial

Any of the above numbers will be supplied by applying
to Publisher, 245 Roncesvalles Ave., Toronto

SINGLE COPIES, 10 CENTS
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“A financial experience which has been long and wide has profoundly convinced me that, as a rule, the
company or society thrives the best which dives the deepest into the heart of the community, and adapts its
arrangements to the wants of the greatest number.”’—Qadstone.

11TH ANNUAL STATEMENT
OF THE

York County Loan and Savings Company

(INCORPORATED)
s OF o

TORONTO, CANADA, DECEMBER 31, 1902

ToRrRONTO, March 9th, 1903.

To Members: .

The Management have pleasure in submitting the 11th AnnuallReport of the Company, for the year ending
31st December, 1902. :

The business of the Company shows a very satisfactory progress, < <
The figures embraced in the Report bear evidence to the vast business the Company is handling-
Cash paid members amounted to $736,348.06, an increase over last year of $222,992.69.

oss assets have increased from $1,282,808.26 to $1,572,135.78, making a net gain ot(') 3233.327. 52.

of all this business, no member has lost a dollar of the money invested. The whole amount paid in wit
interest being returned when the required period has been reached.

Every care and attention will be given to the business by the management. S0 as to ensure a continuance of
the progress and prosperity which the Company has so far experienced.

Respectfully, :
JOSEPH PHILLIPS, President.
ASSETS. LIABILITIES.

Mortgage Loans on Real Egtate - . $683,250 00 Capital Stock Paidin - - . . $1,253,438 90

Real Betate - .- - "% .00 . . . "592'50891  ‘Dividends Credited =~ =~ f == L2 o0 42,504 34

Loans on this Company’s Stock - . 72,231 45 Borrowers’ Sinking Fund - - . . 46,697 03

Accrued Interest - - . . . | 3,592 34 Mortgages Agsumed for Members - - 10,800 00

Advances to Borrowers, Taxes, Insurance, Reserve Fund - . = - ool o] 55,000 00

ete. e e L - - - 2,820 40 Contingent Account - C - 163,695 51

Accounts Receivable - - . . . 968 08 oot —

Furniture and Fixtures - - 7,162 88 Total Liabilities $1,572,135 78
The Molsons Bank 222,368 04
Cashonhand - . . o 4,144 38
Total Assets - - - . . $157213578

TORONTO, February 28th, 1903.

We hereby certify that we have carefully examined the books, accounts and vouchers of the York
County Loan and Savings Company, and find the same correct and in accordance with the above

Balance Sheet. We have also examined the mortgages and other securities of the Company, and find the same

in good order. B 6 a1
MAS G. HAND, :
G. A. HARPER, } Auditors.

General Remarks.

. The York County Loan and Savings Company was
incorporated in December, 1891, under the Revised

Results of Systematic Savings.

Cash Paid | Reserve Statutes of Ontario, and has ever since experienced an
Date.  (TotalAssets.| Nembers, Tand uninterrupted growth.
b . .Itis a mutual Company. All members share alike
Dec 31st, 1893  $17,725.86 $3,548.51 1n its earnings, proportionately to their investments.
‘1804 ,643. 1 15,993.59 The plan of the Company affords an opportunity
4 1895 174,608,04 43,656.88 $1,000.00 to save,moneg systematically, which experience has
k. %ggg fgg-fgg g.sw,gg 1§’883'% shown is the best way to do it.

,100. . ,000. Few people, no matter how large their incomes,
¢« 1808 540,304.91 | 947,691,87 18,000.00 save anything. The great majority ﬁve close to their
Al 1% : ggg,gyszg 220,852.70 25,000.00 incomes, if not beyond.

s i901 1'282’833.26 33853553‘.;’ ﬁ%% e t’l‘hg value, o{_ this Corgtpﬁl_ny’s pla.x]:.of slxlwig is that

Py 7 s 1ts tendency is to correct this prevailing heedlessness

¢ 1902(1,592,135.78 | 736,348.06 55,000.00 by rﬁqulrmg'tzla:I regular fixed Slll,m to be laid aside each
week or month.

JosEPH PHILLIPS, President. V. ROBIN, Treasurer,
A.T. HUNTER, LL.B., Vice-President. - E. J. BURT, Supervisor,
R. H. SANDERSON, Building Inspector.

HEAD OFFICES : CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING, TORONTO, ONTARIO,

When writing advertisers please mention TaE NATIONAL MoNTHLY
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Sanderson Pearcy & Co.

MANUFACTURERS OF

PEARCY'’S
Pure Prepated Paints

Fine Varnishes
and Colors

Nz

61-65 Adelaide St. West
TORONTO

THE MOLSONS BANK

Incorporated by Act of Parliament, 1855
Head Office, Montreal

Capital Authorized - - - - $5,000,000.00
Capital, (paid up) - I» - - 2,856,420.00
Reserve Fund, ° - - - - 2,720,778.00
BOARD OF DIRECTORS
WM. MoLSON MACPHERSON, S. H. EWING,
President. Vice-President.
W. M. Ramsay, J. P. Cleghorn, H. Markland Molson,

Lt.-Col. . O. Henshaw, Wm. O. McIntyre.
JAmEs ELLioT, General Manager.
A. D. DURNFORD, Chief Inspector and Sulx‘:t. of Braunches.
W. H. DRAPER,  H. LockwooD and W. W. L. CHIPMAK,
Inspector. J Assistant Inspectors.
Branches: Acton, Que., Alvinston, Ont.,, Arthabasca, Que,
Aylmer, Ont., Brockville, Ont., Calgary, Alta., Chesterville, Ont.,
Chicoutimi, Que., Clinton, Ont,, Exeter, Ont., Frankford, Ont.,
Fraserville, Que., Hamilton, Ont., Hensall, Ont., Highgate, Ont.,
Iroquois, Ont., Kingsville, Ont., Knowlton, Que., London, Ont.,
Meaford, Ont., Montreal, Que., Montreal, St. Catheripe St.
Branch, Mar. & Harbor Branch, Jacques Cartier Sq.,Montreal, Que.;
Morrisburg, Ont., Norwich, Ont., Ottawa, Ont., Owen Sound,
Ont., Port Arthur, Ont., Quebec, Que., Revelstoke, B.C., Ridgetown,
Ont., Simcoe, Ont., Smith's Falls, Ont., Sorel, P.Q,, St. Marys,
Ont., St. Thomas, Ont., Toronto, Ont., Toronto Junction, Trenton,
Ont., Vancouver, B.0., Victoriaville, Que., Waterloo, Ont.,
‘Winnipeg, Man., 'Woodstock, Ont.

AGENTS IN ‘BuroPE—London—Parr’s Bank, Litd., Messrs. Chap-
lin, Milne, Grenfell & Co., Ltd. Liver 0ol—The Bank of Liverpool,
Ttd. Ireland—Munster & Leinster Bank, Ltd, France —S8ociete
Generale, Credit Lyonnais. Germany—Deutsche Bank.  Belgium,
Antwerp—La Banque d'Anvers. China and Japan—Hong Kong and
Shanghai Banking Corporation. L

AGENTS IN UNITED STATES—New York—Mechanics’ Nat.
Bank, Nat. City Bank, Hanover Nat. Bank The Morton Trust Co.
Boston—State National Bank, Kidder, Peai)_ody & Company. Port-
land, Maine—Casco Nat. Bank, Chicago—First Nat. Bank. _Cleve-
land-Commercial Nat. Bank. = Philadelphia—Fourth St. National
Bank, Phil. National Bank. Detroit—State Sav.m%? Bank. Buffalo—
Third National Bank. Mllwnukee-—-Wucomm at. Bank of Mil-
waukee, Minneapolis—First Nat. Bank. Toledo—Second National
Bank. Butte, Montana—First Nat. Bank. San Francisco—Cana-
dian Bank of Commerce. Portland, Ore.—Canadian Bank of Com-
merce. Seattle, Wash.—%nggl{f:; tf?fﬂéia A i

< made in e Dominion, and returns

COI leCthﬂS promptly remitted at lowest rates of exchange.
Commercial Letters of Credit and Trayellers’ Circular Letters issued,
available in all parts of the world, B}s&nnk Money Orders” payable
at all banking points in the Dominion,

JAMES MULDOON

GENERAL BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES

Importer and Dealer in

White and Grey Lime

Sewer Pipes. Mortar Colors
English and Canadian Cements
Fire Brick. Fire Clay
Chimney Tops. Lawn Vases

And all Fire Clay Products.

OFFICE:

QUEEN STREET SUBWAY.

Warehouse and Yard
18 and 20 Gladstone Ave.

Toronto, Ont.

Telephone Park 554

When writing advertisers please mention THE NATIONAL MONTHLY
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PRECPEY BEO® |,

NEWSOE & “_BERT’ 6872 v_:_%TRoonr:q_osmEET.

Second-hand Machines, all maKes, cheap.

ABoy’sInvestment
—— |||Insurance Company

THREE years ago a boy, 16 years of age,
invested $40.00 in a course of OF LIVERPOOL, ENGLAND.
instruction in shorthand, etc. ler our Mr.
on in shorthand, etc., unde The Largest and Wealthiest e feioridn

Nimmo,—to-day he draws a salary of $75.00 per
month." This is but one of many instances showing
the value of our course of training as a stepping-
e HEAD OFFICE FOR CANADA, MONTREAL

Our catalogue tells about our work. It and
a handsome map calendar will be mailed

Company in the World.

GEORGE SIMPSON, MaNAGER.

free. Write to WMm: MACKRAY, | NoeL H. TORROP, l J. H. LABELLE,
Ass't Manager | Life Superintendent ndAss't Manager
J. B. McKAY, R. D. NIMMO, S s

PRESIDENT PRINCIPAL TORONTO OFFICE:
@ Royal Insurance Building,
27.290 Wellington St. East.

O. McL. STINSON,
LoCAL MANAGER

_—

=—=Telephone Main 839

N
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2 3 ENGRAVING ¢ =
AND ELECTROTYPING, FOR ALL
ADVERTISING: PURPOSES =

(\s) Y% \\\uun v\
SR
% : X2 |

bt e (NEAR RICHMOND)

8 BAY ST\.Y 4
TORONTO-Cauon

THE AGME BINDER

Patented February, 1903.

Is the most effective thing we know of to-day for
filing all papers that require to be kept in their
proper order bound up in book form.
Size for Sheets 8% x 11%, Price, 60 cents
Any Size to Order.

The Acme Perforator

Is made to perforate all papers intended to be filed in
the Acme Binder. It perforates the paper 534 inches
from centre to centre, the standard size of the Acme

Binder.
Price, - =~ %2.00.

G. D. CASE
General Agent for Canada

84 Harvard Avenue, - Toronto, Ont.

Wé]lave the /a.czlz by & skill To Produce
azy f]al’e‘r requzred/ér lelfer)orays P 't e ‘7

JOUR DIRITCTDRINTNG DLATTS -

&*° ARE UNSURPASSABLE ~@

’_ TﬂC ROYLE ENGRAUING @H\B]M/M,np

13 Temprance ST ToroNTO CANADA.

a(?.km»-“"
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MAKE IT A POINT i 558 5erwd™ = |

. 2 “King Edward”
Telegraph “ Headhght g
: 7 ““Fagle”
“Telephone ““Vietoria "
“thtle Comet ”

A.D. 1851

MATCHES

A QUICK FIRE

results every time from using any one of these brands.

FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS

DON’T EXPERIMENT WITH OTHER AND INFERIOR MAKES

Safety Razor

This razor is perfectly safe. It's not a scraper—it does not pull or tear the
beard or irritate the face—shaves smoothly, keenly, cleanly; easy to strop
and hone. Price, $2,00 each. Every blade guaranteed.

RICE LEWIS & SON

LIMITED
Cor. King and Victoria Streets - - TORONTO

When writing advertisers please mention THE NATIONAL MONTHLY
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e THE o s

EMPLOYERS’ LIABILITY

ASSURANCE CORPORATION

Limited
OF LONDON, ENGLAND
Capital - = = = = = $5,000,000.00
Reserves for Policy-Holders - $836,805.00

(Independently of Capital.)

Personal Accident — Health — Liability and Fidelity
Insurance.

STANDS FIRST in the Liberality of its Policy Contracts—In
Fimancial Strength—In the Liberality of its Loss Settlements.

Total Available Resources, $6,000,000
Deposited with the Receiver-General in Canada for the Benefit of
Canadian Policy-Holders, $120,450.00

GRIFFIN & WOODLAND Managers for Canada

HEAD OFFICES:

BRITISH EMPIRE BUILDING - = = MONTREAL
- TEMPLEBUIEBDING - - = - = ° TORONTO

OIM<IP>O

<VMr-HCO

Just Received Our Christmas Stock of

STAG HANDLE (in handsome cases).

STAG HANDLE (in pairs)...........:
CELLULOID HANDLE (m pairs) . ...
GAME and BEEF .......7. .5 .

Also a complete line of Razors, Penknives, etc. New Goods, Best Makers. Price Right.

™VOKES HARDWARE G0, wnius i voue s

When writing, advertisers please mention THE NATIONAL MONTHLY
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The water reservoir of the

Imperial
Oxford Range

is so designed that it keeps a large volume of water
at a high temperature. This reservoir attachment of
the Imperial Oxford Range 1s so arranged that it
comes in close contact with the beat flues and keeps
a plentiful supply of hot water ready at hand. The
range is also fitted with an exceedingly powerful
water front for use in connection with a kitchen
boiler. If your dealer doesn't handle the Imperial

Oxford, write to us for particulars.

The Gurney Foundry Co.

Toronto Winnipeg Vancouver

"The Gurney-Massey Co. Limited, Montreal
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=THE=
Toronto Life

INSURANCE
COMPANY

Incorporated by the Province of Ontario

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL, $500,000.00
SUBSCRIBED CAPITAL, $300,000.00

FULL DEPOSIT WITH THE
ONTARIO INSURANCE DEPARTMENT

HEAD OFFICE:

1093 Queen St. West, Toronto
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